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Summary: Years of fighting have whittled down on Sargent Riley O'Neil "Ghost". Seeing many of his men die in front of him, they haunted him everyday. Nothing he does could ever atone for his actions. After sacrificing himself on Planet Algolis, he began his journey of becoming human again. Can a ghost become human again?





	1. Chapter 1: Ghost's Regret

Chapter 1

**A/N: Well, I can't help it. Ideas are always flooding my head and I have filled out more than four notebooks worth of keeping stories intact. Plot and diagrams to make sure I don't forget the good ideas I come up with. So, please bear with me. I made a bow that I'll make sure to update my other stories. That's my promise.**

**So, this came up in mind after watching Halo Legends. The episode Prototype was the episode of this series that hit me home. Many leaders have faced the same situations Ghost had to go through. I thought it be good to give him another chance after giving him some thought.**

**This be following some canon as well my own story plot.**

**Disclaimer: I don't RWBY or Halo. They belong to their respective owners.**

* * *

><p><strong>Location: Unknown<strong>

**Date: April 20th, 2548**

**Green Beacon Squad**

* * *

><p>It was a quite night. The dark green leaves of the forest rustled through the soft breeze as they bathed in the gentle moonlight of the bronze twin moons in orbit of the planet. It seemed peaceful enough. You could just walk hours on end just to feel at peace and relaxed. This planet was that deal, and the colonists prospered from it.<p>

That was until two years ago that stopped all together.

Two years ago, Covenant forces have overrun the planet within a matter of weeks after launching a surprise attack on the colony. UNSC personnel were sent to fight back against the Covenant forces to retake the planet since it was in a strategic location well suited for supplying and shipping lanes for UNSC frigates to come and pass through for support and reinforcements.

And since then, it has been a hard campaign fighting in with military causalities almost surpassing twenty hundred thousand in the first year of fighting. But slowly, they have been gaining ground, fuelled to retake the planet.

A small squad of marines were slowly marching through the forest. Weapons at the ready in case if they were ambushed suddenly from any direction. They moved in cautious formation with their MA5C assault rifles in hand. This was just another cakewalk for them if things would play out right. They find enemy positions and get out of there without making contact.

The squad leader of the group had his eyes scanning the front relentlessly. The squad leader has seen enough to last his lifetime. But despite all that he has been through, his light brown eyes still look soft and passive. Save for a few grey strands in his short black hair, he was looking alright for being in the military for a number of years now.

A marine then panicked slightly and aimed her rifle at the foliage to her right. "I-I heard something," She muttered underneath her breath. A few strands of her red hair was going past her forehead and in front of her rather innocent green eyes.

"Amy, it's nothing. If it was something, the sarge would've checked it out by now," One of the other marines told her.

Amy just nodded at him and followed behind the marine who caught her attention. "Brian, I'm pretty sure I heard something. I think the Sargent didn't hear it."

"Amy, for the last time, the sarge knows what he's doing," Brian told her again to keep her calm. He was a newly graduated cadet from boot camp along with Amy and most of the marines in the squad. Only a small portion were actually veterans along with the Sargent. But he was just looking out for Amy who was the newer addition to the squad.

The squad leader soon raised his left hand up making the squad stop in their tracks. "Get behind those tress. Now," He ordered. His voice was firm and gravely toned with seriousness and a drop of venom. They didn't even had second thoughts and heeded to his order and hid behind the trees. He did so himself as well and got down to his knee. "Stay quiet. Don't move," He told them via radio through their helmets.

A few minutes passed on by since he gave out his order to the squad. And things have gotten quiet. Rather too quiet for their liking, even for his. This usually meant something. He then felt a soft tap on his shoulder. He looked behind him to see his second-in-command right there. "Ghost, should we move out now? The men are getting restless," He told him, calling him by his callsign.

"We don't move, corporal. You will follow my orders until I say we move again. Understood?" The squad leader, now know as Ghost, hissed back at the corporal. The corporal only nodded in obedience and slowly stood back up. But he never got to stand all the way up when purple crystal stuck itself into his head by the side. He fell in front of Ghost with the blood seeping out of his head. "Shit-"

"Ambush!" One of the marines screamed and ran out of his cover to run. He was only to be riddled with plasma shots, bright green and blue rounds burning right into his chest. He fell down dead onto his back with the plasma wounds smoking.

"Return fire! Return fire!" One of the veteran marines leaned out of cover and fired his MA5C assault rifle rounds at the flashing lights that fired at their little perimeter, bright lights criss-crossing through the air. The younger marines soon started following his actions and returned fire as well at the lights.

Ghost ran towards cover in a low position and rolled towards another tree just before a plasma shot almost grazed his back. As he came back up into his crouched position, he pulled a frag grenade out and lobbed it far in front of him. When he heard the explosion of the grenade, he heard multiple roars and screams before they went silent. He smiled a bit sadistically before turning around and fired a small burst into the face of an Elite charging for him with it's Plasma Rifle overheated. "Wrong choice in running for me, buddy."

"Sarge! We're in a killzone! We gotta move!" One of the marines shouted from his cover.

"No! We stay here and fight it out! Keep fighting!" Ghost shouted back. Without looking, he slung his rifle to his back and pulled out a knife from his left shoulder. He spun around and stabbed the knife into the head of another Elite through it;s left eye. He turned it around and shifted inside it's head and pulled it out before kicking it to the ground.

And that decision has costed him something more than he thought it would've cost... Losing himself.

* * *

><p><em>Fifteen minutes later...<em>

The scent of blood and burnt flesh was prominent in the air. Smoke rose from trees and corpses alike. Bodies of numerous UNSC Marines laid dead among the ground and against trees. Some bodies were riddled with plasma rounds imbedded into their chests. Some were torn apart from limb to limb. Other atrocities were done more horrific than one man can explain.

But only one could.

Ghost was in the middle of a clearing. The mangled corpses of his men were littered around him like discarded bullet shells that littered the ground just as the same. Yet it didn't faze him. Not one bit.

A marine was in his arms as he was knelt on the ground. A small bit of blood was dripping down his face heading towards to the right. Once again, that didn't faze him. Not one bit.

Her red hair was now messed up covering a small bit of her head. Her eyes stared up in the night sky seeing the twin bronze moons. Blood was trailing away from her lips with bloodstains on her neck. She let out a pained smiled, wincing in pain form her smiling."Sarge. Look at the moon." She laughed softly saying that. "It's funny, I never noticed how beautiful the moons are here. Do you think anybody noticed?" She asked Ghost weakly.

The Sargent only hushed her quietly as he slowly pulled out the needle of the Biofoam canister. Setting it beside him, he took a close look at her wound. In the stomach, a large gnash that was bleeding heavily. Now barely thanks to the medical attention he was able to provide. "Stay quiet. The Biofoam's working but you're still bleeding," He told her sharply, cradling her in his arms to keep her close.

"There's something I've always wanted to know. Your call-sign. Ghost. What does it mean?" The marine asked him, completely ignoring his order to stay put. Her time was waning, and it was shortening quickly than her short life span.

Ghost gritted his teeth behind his mouth but didn't want to show her this action. _"Why won't she just stay quiet. She needs to save her strength!"_He held his stoic composure and kept on looking at her. "Stop talking. You've got to hold tight until the med-evac gets here."

She let out a soft giggle at him despite her sharp pain in her stomach. "You finally have an excuse to show that you care and..." Amy stopped in her words when she blacked out for a moment. Nodding mentally, she said, "Let me ask you something. Just one last thing. It won't hurt, I promise." She took her time gathering her strength to ask him, "What was I to you?"

Ghost was slightly set off by that question she asked him. No one before has ever asked him that. But something faint in his memory tickled the back of his mind saying that he was asked that same question. But now was not the time to be wondering what it is. His objective right now was to make sure this marine got back alive. "What do you mean? You're a soldier. A soldier with a promising future ahead of you. You're... A soldier," He told her, giving a slight pause before saying the final two words.

"And you're a ghost. Aren't you?" Amy suddenly brought up.

Ghost was disturbed at that question from her. That was the first time somebody told him that. "What?"

"Feelings pass right through you, don't they?" She looked up to look into his cold dark brown eyes with her waning green orbs. They shimmered in the bright moonlight that they bathed in. "So cold and unforgiving in every choice you made in battle. Pure soldier. I think that's what let us trust you so-"

"Don't talk, save your strength," Ghost quickly cut her off. He was determined to get her back to the frigate alive. Alive to live another day. To-

"I don't need it."

Ghost widened his eyes at that answer she gave him so quickly. "Huh?"

Amy closed her eyes and relaxed her body. "I need you to be strong. Strong enough to do what you've never done in your life." She opened her eyes once again, for probably the last time in her life, looking at him with desperation and hope. "Can you be strong enough to allow yourself to be—can you just be human?" She begged him softly, her voice weak yet gentle.

Ghost's eyes just widened even more at her. His mouth was gaping open slightly trying to make out words to her. But they wouldn't leave his throat. "I-"

Amy closed her eyes for the last time at him. Tears leaked from her eyes as she laid her head back into Ghost's hand that held her head up. "If not for your sake, for all of us. If you would just allow yourself to feel something... maybe you wouldn't be a ghost any longer." Her breathing then slowed down into shallow breaths, struggling for oxygen. Amy's chest rapidly moved up and down for a couple minutes before it came to a complete standstill.

Ghost beared his teeth as he held at the limp body tightly. His gritting threatened to chip his teeth from the pressure he applied to them. He closed his eyes shut. They threatened to let loose his tears but he held them back, not wanting to cry. He shivered in his spot before snapping his head up to the night sky. His mouth opened wide letting out a blood curdling scream to resonate from him. It echoed around his area, bouncing off the trees and ravines that were nearby.

"WHHHHHHHYYYYYYYYY?!" He screamed.

That's when something truly died in him. That's when he became a real ghost. Devoid of all emotion and feeling. Surrounded by death.

_"... I truly am a ghost..."_

* * *

><p><em>Three years later...<em>

**Location: Planet Algolis**, **UEG/Covenant tested space**

**Date: July 21st, 2551**

**Hades Corps**

* * *

><p>Ghost laid on the ground starring straight into the starry night sky. Blood trickled down his lips as he panted. He had no feeling in his left arm since it was severed off from a plasma grenade that stuck itself to his arm. "What's the matter, Ghost? Why can't you move?" He whispered to himself.<p>

Cole Protocol was enacted from UNSC generals after the Covenant have invaded the planet. Fearing that they might find out the information they held in the Weapons Research Facility, they activated the protocol to purge all data and destroy any weapons and equipment in the facility.

But the Hades Corps was still stuck on the planet, even though they were ordered to pull back, after they chose to stay behind to defend the facility to make sure everything was destroyed.

They were surrounded. Outnumbered and outgunned, they slowly fell. Fell alongside their fallen brothers.

But Ghost had different plans. He disobeyed orders from the higher ups, his superiors, to make sure that his men were to be safely evacuated from the planet. He was still responsible for his men. And he was damned well to make sure that he'll see it to himself to see them taken off the planet.

Using a prototype experimental suit that some ONI engineers devised together, he suited himself up and quickly made use of it to hold off the Covenant allowing his men to safely retreat back to the transports they were to be getting into forever ago.

But he wasn't invincible.

Gradually, he was overwhelmed by the sheer numbers of the hostile forces. And this is where he was right now. He was bleeding out, slowly losing himself to death's door. But he didn't let that stop him.

Seeing that a Pelican and a civilian transport were flying away into the sky into space, this urged him to get back up. Grunting loudly in pain, he got his feet underneath him, stumbling as he stood back up on his feet. All nearby Covenant were shocked to see this and aimed their weapons at him, ready to fire their weapons at him if he did anything.

The Sargent panted heavily, struggling to keep himself up. Ghost soon remembered the night, the same night three years ago when he lost his entire platoon. He blamed himself everyday since that night, never forgiving himself for his actions. Actions he felt he could never atone for.

Until now.

**"Countdown complete. Voice command required. Speak the voice command exactly as displayed," **The AI of the suit told him. Looking up, his eyes widened when he saw the words that showed on the screen.

**"BE HUMAN."**

Sighing, he looked down and felt ashamed as he lost more of his consciousness.

_"...If not for your sake, for all of us. If you would just allow yourself to feel something... maybe you wouldn't be a ghost any longer..."_

Standing still there for a moment, Ghost felt himself empty. Hollow. Spaceless. But her words always haunted him since that night. They echoed in his head everyday, waking up and going to sleep.

And he made his choice.

Looking up into the screen, he grinned slightly at the screen. "Voice command authorization. "Be human"." Closing his eyes, he felt himself after a long time, felt himself smiling a bit. He heard the final beep on the suit before it let out a loud hiss before it exploded, taking him with it.

But this wasn't the end of his story. His story was just beginning.

* * *

><p><strong>Location: Unknown<strong>

**Date: Unknown**

**Ghost**

* * *

><p>What Ghost didn't expect to feel was him laying down on the ground. He didn't feel any burning sensation from the self-destruct sequence. His body not being torn apart from the flesh ripping explosion that should've done the same to him. But the first thing that came to mind as always was to move his hands.<p>

Feeling that his hands were still there, even his left one surprisingly, were still moving. That meant he was still alive. He was still alive my some miracle. Soon, he pried open his eyes. They narrowed in shock as he saw that a full visor was in his vision. "What the?" He slowly sat himself up and got himself up to his feet. The Sargent wobbled a bit in his footing before he managed to get a full balance in his footing. That's when he realized something different.

Lifting his arms up in front of his face, he saw that they were clad in black. But the sight of chip and wear showed that they have seen some rough time. Some pieces of the armor was coloured in a dull brown. On his chest and his left shoulder was a thicker plating of armor, with the left shoulder covered in tow longer pieces of ballistic plating. "What the hell? This... This is my old ODST armor. Why am I wearing this? Why am I still alive? And more importantly, where am I?"

Taking a quick look around his surroundings, he saw that he was in a rather dull wasteland like area. The sky was grey as well. He saw that he was beside a forest with what looks like to be ruins of a city some sort in the distance on the horizon.

He looked behind him to see something that he was slightly glad to see. Grabbing it, he took it in front of his face and held it with both hands. Pulling the pump back, he heard the familiar sound of a loud click sounding. It was a M90 Shotgun, the same shotgun he used in his time in the ODST's. He was more of a close quarters fighter, which was why he was outfitted with a CQB armor variant. It suited him better, before he went back into the marines. He then looked down to his right hip to see his M6S/SOCOM Handgun. A silenced pistol outfitted with armor-piercing rounds, it was a reliable gun to keep around, able to get the job done, even at long range.

But he slung the shotgun back onto his back with his head hung low. Ghost walked towards a tree and leaned on it before sliding down to the ground. Placing both hands on the side of his helmet, he pulled the helmet off his head and set it aside next to him. Short black hair was waving softly in the gentle breeze that was prevalent. He pulled his right leg up and propped his arm against it. He leaned his head against his hand and stared down at the ground. Tears once again threatened to leak through, but he kept them back as always.

"Why me? Why do I deserve to live?"

Unknown to him, he never noticed the pair of red eyes staring at him. It growled softly, sensing the regret the ODST radiated.

* * *

><p><strong>Well, that was a thing. Hope you all enjoyed the story. This came up within a week or so.<strong>


	2. Chapter 2: Reconnaissance

Chapter 2

**A/N: Hello, and welcome to another chapter of Becoming Human. I know I have other stories to write, but this is always nagging at my head. **

**Another reason why I wrote this story is because of how tough of a childhood a friend of mine went through. She was always so cold and such, like Weiss if you squint. But I slowly cracked her open and now she's smiling everyday. I want to do this for her. And no, she's not dead. She's a very nice person.**

**And I know Ghost can be a nice guy as well when you give him the chance.**

**As always, these two products belong to their respective companies. I wish I worked for Rooster Teeth though.**

* * *

><p><strong>Location: Unknown<strong>

**Date: Unknown**

**Sergeant Riley O'Neil "Ghost"**

* * *

><p>Ghost just stayed in that position with his head propped up against his right hand. The wind whistled softly past his head letting his hair whirl around a bit. His eyes burrowed into the ground, wanting to unleash the build up tears stockpiled behind his eyes. Refusing to give in, he clenched his eyes shut. His hand gripped at his hair acting as an anchor to prevent from shedding his tears.<p>

"_Why do I deserve to live? Too many men died. Too many of my men. All dead because of me. How many did I sent to their deaths? All because of my actions? And yet I'm here, wherever the hell I am, alive and kicking."_

He always asked himself that question everyday. Ghost was always plagued with nightmares whenever he would go to sleep. He wanted some spirit or a Covenant ambush to take his life. Yet he was always alive while fellow ODSTs and marines died. A ghost surrounded by death.

A few moments passed on by in silence. It always was quiet for Ghost. The screams of his men dying never bothered him. It went through him as if he wasn't there. All he could do is see them fall in front of him dead. And there was nothing he could do.

But his period of silence was soon disturbed when he heard distant growling. This caused the ODST to stand up and donned on his helmet. The outside of the helmet polarized into a shiny black where nothing can look in, but he could still see clearly out. Ghost slung his shotgun off his back and brought it up to eye level and pumped it. This was pure instinct for Ghost to do since he joined the ODSTs, learning to adapt quickly to various situations, whether they happened before or not.

Deciding that the best option right now was to run and find out where he is, the ODST cautiously moved backwards without turning his body away from the forest at the same time. The M90 Shotgun was held firmly in his grip while it was aimed at the treeline, ready to unleash a storm of lead into anything that came for him.

Ghost quickly snapped his eyes to the right. His sight caught the foliage rustling around. "Alright, stop fucking around with me and come out," Ghost boldly threw out. He placed his index finger on the trigger and squeezed it softly, ready to fire if need be.

And he was given an answer.

A pitch black figure slowly stepped out from the foliage along with a low growl. Bright piercing red eyes glared animalistic with the lust to kill. If looks could kill, this wouldn't even rank anywhere a hundred in Ghost's books. He has met face to face with a Sangheili that threatened to rip his face off with it's mandibles stretching out to bite him. It would've if he hadn't stabbed his knife in it's neck. White bone plating was on it's face and back of the wolf like creature that appeared before him. It then let out a loud roar that echoed away, meaning it was ready to attack.

Ghost smirked behind his visor as it charged towards him. "Poor choice." Aiming down at one of it's legs, he applied full pressure on the trigger. A hail of pellets were shot out from the shotgun and hurled itself into the front left leg. The creature could only howl in sharp pain, falling on the ground on it's injured leg. Ghost then ran towards it and dropped the shotgun and caught it by it's barrel and held it like a club. He then got close to the creature and swung towards it's head. The stock of the M90 Shotgun made contact with the bone plating and cracked it behind the force.

Years of training and combat have given Ghost almost unhuman strength, being able to go toe to toe with a Brute on the field. To finish things off, he aimed the shotgun in front of it's face and pulled the trigger. The force from the shot and the close distance caused a huge chunk of the head to be blown off.

Ghost sighed and reached into a small vest pocket while looking at the body. The ODST pulled out a couple of shotgun shells and loaded them into the M90 Shotgun. It slowly let out some smoke as it started to dissolve right in front of his eyes. "That's weird. Well, Covenant do burn nicely." He poked the dissolving corpse of the creature with the gun and sighed a bit. "But this isn't Covenant."

He slung the shotgun back onto his back before turning around to look at the ruins he saw earlier when he woke up. "If I'm going to spend the night out here, that place looks the best place to set up shop. It'll have to do instead of staying out here." Taking out his M6S/SOCOM Pistol in hand, Ghost took in a deep breath and began a quick march towards the ruins without second thought. It was the only place that made sense that would prove to serve as a place to hold up for the meantime.

Basically, ODST training was kicking back in.

* * *

><p><em>Two hours later...<em>

It never surprised Ghost that he wasn't ambushed on his way towards the location he was heading for. He always had this certain aura that emitted from him that caused living things to stay away from him. Even some Elites were scared of him as he approached closer to them before he caused their demise.

He was only panting lightly during his quick march, sweat lightly forming on his forehead as he neared the ruins. It was fairly dark when he reached the limits of the ruins. Looking to the left, he saw a destroyed sign that was eroded from time and wear.

**Vale, Alpha Extension **It read.

Ghost stopped his marching and stopped on a slightly cracked street and looked around him. Many of the buildings were destroyed and chunks removed from them. Some weren't even done construction, showing some cranes and construction vehicles. The wind whistled through the desolate streets with the dust and dirt being picked up from the breeze.

Placing his left hand together with his right, he raised his pistol up to eyesight and entered the city cautiously. Ghost scanned the place thoroughly, eyes flickering from the ground up. He sighed when he couldn't see anything past ten feet away from him. "VISR. Night Vision," He whispered softly to himself. His vision went blank for a moment before it opened it to a more green like vision. Objects were highlight in a yellow outlining like car wreckages or buildings. "Set it to any unknown visual is hostile."

The A.I in his suit just let out a positive beep with Ghost smiling a bit. He never smiled to anyone, less than himself. But he allowed himself to smile, just when no one was around. "Thanks, buddy," He said to his A.I. It let out another beep in thanks at him, a soft chirp. Navy Special Weapons (Or NavSpecWeap) saw that Ghost was one of the few ODSTs that was combat effective in any situation. While all ODSTs are _combat effective, _Ghost was one of the few that was more brutal of the 105th Marine Expeditionary Unit. While not as strong or changed as a Spartan, the ODST was one of the best the 7th Shock Troopers Battalion had to offer.

Looking around a little more, Ghost saw that there was an opening in a building. It looked like it was blown wide open by something. He then looked up the building to see it was a decent tall tower. Even being on the ground, he could tell that it provided observation around his surroundings and would prove to be a good place to set up. Why? Ask a certain ODST sniper whom the ladies ran after every time. He knew everything that was a good place to set up a sniper's nest.

Holstering his pistol, Ghost took out his M90 Shotgun and walked into the building. And when it's a large building like this, there was bound to be stairs. He looked up to see a sign pointing towards where the stairs are. "Convenient. Very convenient."

Ghost shuffled himself over to the set of stairs and took cover beside it. Taking in a deep breath, he got in front of it and kicked the door down. The loud thud echoed through out the building. He aimed his shotgun forward while scanning the stairs. Nodding in satisfaction, he made way towards the stairs and slowly ascended them up to the point he found outside.

* * *

><p><em>Five minutes later...<em>

Time seemed to fly on by as Ghost went up the stairs. He already passed twenty six floors, wanting to get to the twenty seventh floor to set up shop. "Finally," The ODST muttered quietly. He got in front of the door that went to the floor he wanted to go to. Not even waiting, he ran towards the door and rammed himself through it. Soon after breaking through it, he got down on one knee and aimed down the hallway. All he heard was the echoing of the loud smashing of the door and crows cawing. Ghost stood back up and started his survey of a good place to hold up.

To the looks of it, the place seemed like it used to be an apartment complex. Heading down the hallway, he chose the room at the end of it. Getting there, he slowly opened the door with care with his left hand while pointing the shotgun through the opening with his right hand. Looking in, he saw it was clear. And the best part, it had a window that overlooked a good portion of the city.

Placing the M90 Shotgun on the wall beside him, Ghost walked into the center of the room to observe it. It was modest. While the furniture was decayed with cobwebs littering the couches and bookshelves, it was nonetheless a good place to stay put for the time being.

The ODST took out his handgun and walked around. Seeing that another room was connected to what he assumes as the living room, he cautiously walked in with the firearm in hand ready to shoot. It was a smaller room compared to the living room section. There was a bed, with no doubt layers of dust and webs on it. The wooden frame of the bed was rotten and the air was heavy with the scent of rotting flesh. But that didn't bother Ghost one bit.

A small nod from him confirmed that it was clear to his satisfaction. Whether he was going up against another Covenant target or an unknown enemy, he always had a hunch for something when there was something going to happen or something hidden. A sixth sense to be basic.

Being safe, Ghost closed the door into the room and pushed a bookshelf right in front of it. He then holstered his M6S/SOCOM and removed his helmet off his head. He shook his head and rubbed his forehead trying to relax himself. His fingerless gloves allowed the skin to make contact with the head for more effect.

Walking over to the window, he wiped down the dust that accumulated on the glass and looked out of it. All what his eyes saw immediately was the sight of decayed buildings. "This is perfect," Ghost muttered to himself. But his eyes soon saw that there was rather bright lights on the horizon. And if his eyes were seeing things, he saw a ship of some sort flying towards it. Nodding, the ODST knew that would be the next destination that would make sense to head towards. Wherever there was light and at least some type of transportation, there was civilization.

Deciding that he has had enough for one day, he bent down and leaned on the wall beside the window. Ghost leaned his head back against the wall and sighed. "Just... Get some rest... It should do me some good."

Taking in a deep breath, Ghost closed his eyes and let out that breath. He sighed softly and relaxed his body. It had been a long day for him. He never even had sleep for four days straight since he arrived on Planet Algolis. But he feared sleep at times. He would see the faces of the men that died in front of him. But there was always one face that scared him. One he wished he would forget but at the same time didn't.

_"Spartans never die, Riley... And I'll be with you... Always..."_

* * *

><p><strong>WHOOO! Winter break! I'll try my best to pump out as much as I can during the break before I resume school. But till then, I'll do as much as I can.<strong>


	3. Chapter 3: Infiltration

Chapter 3

**A/N: Hello everyone! After having a very long writers block and a lot of Destiny gameplay, I'm back. Also exams as well. Hate those things.**

**And it's sad to see that Monty has moved on. But as what a fairly low I.Q blue armored Spartan has said. "He's not dead. He's just not here right now." And I'll keep moving forward.**

**Enough of my bantering, I hope you enjoy the next chapter. A small heads up that I might be a bit rusty for a bit since I haven't been writing for awhile so forgive me on that. I'll get back in proper gear either way.**

**And for those who are wondering if I'm abandoning my other stories like Metro, I'm not. I'm planning for them. Making outlines and stuff. I'm not.**

**Enjoy!**

* * *

><p>"<em>Hey, I promised Mom that I'll look after you. I'm not leaving you all alone here. Besides, Pat said that he'll let us stay on his frigate since he is our older brother."<em>

"_Riley, I can take care of myself. I don't need to have a babysitter look after me all the time."_

"_Jackie, you gotta remember that Mom wanted us to stay together so the family won't be separated."_

"_And we haven't seen Patrick in over eight years-"_

"_That was because of him being in engagement against the Covies, kay? He's been on three tours already. Remember that."_

"_Fine."_

"_I'm gonna make sure that you'll be fine, little bro. As long as I can breathe, I'll make sure..."_

* * *

><p>Ghost snapped his eyes open with a startled gasp escaping his lips. Sweat was teaming around his forehead flowing down his face. They soaked his eyebrows leaving his face glistening faintly from the pale light that invaded the room from the dull morning sun.<p>

"Jackson..." Ghost sputtered from his trembling lips. He placed his hands on his face and massaged his head to ease him troubled heart.

It wasn't uncommon for the ODST to have tormenting dreams. It was rare for him to catch some sleep without any delusions intruding into his head. He wouldn't admit it to anyone, but he was always being haunted by the sight of horrors on the battlefield, his fallen men... Close people.

A dead air hung around him as he continued to ease his heart down for a couple minutes. Most times when he would be startled, he would immediately snap out of it. But after having numerous years in his military service, it was clear that he suffered from PTSD and would experience night terrors from time to time.

And it always reminded him of the true horrors of what war does to a man. And everyone has a breaking point. He just hasn't found his yet.

* * *

><p><em>A few minutes later...<em>

Ghost was seated on one of the heavily dust covered chairs and looked at a small square screen placed on the coffee table. Reaching over, he pressed on a button on the side. A bright blue light was emitted from the screen before it showed a reflection of him.

Ghost cleared his throat and smacked his lips together. "This is Sergeant Riley O'Neil. Journal entry hundred thirty two. Today is day two of wherever the hell I am. I was back on Planet Algolis." Ghost paused for a moment placing his hands together in front of his mouth and blew into them. I... I saved my men at the cost of my life. But instead I find myself here instead of being dead. Pff. Wherever I am. I encountered some weird black creature. Clearly wasn't Covenant. From my assumptions it acted purely on instinct. Had nothing giving it orders. Like my old dog. Walker didn't last long. Either way, top priorities is to find out where I am and to gather intel on this place. Ghost out."

He reached back and pressed the button stopping the recording. Ghost, or also now known as Riley from his audio log recording, pinched the bridge of his nose and leaned back against the chair. He sighed deeply. "Been awhile since I've done that." Ghost turned his head to the cracked window and looked closely at the horizon. The same horizon where he saw the aircraft heading towards. "I should get moving in five. I should be there roughly in about an hour or two... Considering if there is somewhere over there."

All he did was chuckle and nod curtly to himself. "This is complete FUBAR."

* * *

><p><em>Later...<em>

His feet were begging to be amputated to stop their misery. But Ghost refused to stop his quick march towards the north, determined to get to the _place._ He has been marching for the past three hours. Three hours. And he didn't even have a break. He doesn't joke around when he wants to get things done.

But to his salvation, he felt a huge weight being lifted off his chest. He stood on a high clifftop with a pair of binoculars. He removed his helmet and looked through them. What he saw were tall walls surrounding some sort of city. Aircraft similar to Falcons and Pelicans were hovering about and people were walking peacefully down the bustling streets. And the good thing was that there seemed to be other ruins nearby. Not far from the place, but it was close enough where he could set up shop.

"At least I brought everything," Ghost muttered. "Now how do I get in?"

He scanned across the wall looking for any weak points. Ghost didn't want to break in and cause a huge commotion. That would just stain his reputation. So he was looking for a way to get in undetected and the same way going out. Besides from orbital drops and vanguard assignments, ODSTs were also specialized in stealth ops and infiltration.

Along with other ODSTs, Ghost has done a huge number of stealth ops deep within Covenant territory. And if he can sneak inside a heavily fortified Covenant military base, then he can sneak inside past these walls.

Ghost then locked his eyes on a manhole sticking out of the wall. Zooming in, he saw that the metal was rusting and looked rather brittle. A few rounds from his pistol should do the trick. Placing the binoculars away, Ghost placed his helmet back on and had it polarized. "Bingo."

He jumped over the cliffside and started sliding down the slanted side of the cliff. As soon as his feet made contact with flat ground, he dove forward and rolled along the ground back up to his feet. Ghost walked over to the manhole at the wall and took out his M6S/SOCOM Handgun. Aiming at the rusted bolts and hinges, he fired a round into each. Small pangs went off from the six shots at the weak points. It fell on the ground from the sixth shot and let out a thunderous thud, echoing out through the small ravine he was in.

He only winced slightly from that and grumbled wistfully to himself. "I should make sure I don't cause anymore commotion inside." Ghost flicked himself on his helmeted forehead before jumping into the pipe that lead into the city.

* * *

><p>The sloshing of water was starting to become fairly annoying to the ODST as he walked through the enclosed space he was making way through. "Good thing I'm not on my hands an' knees crawling," Ghost cursed under his breath. He saw that there was a light at the end of the pipeline, but that was at least fifteen minutes ago. He's been wondering how wide the wall was since he passed the ten minute marker.<p>

Once again, hope reared it's head again showing that he was reaching the end of his crouched march through the pipeline. The light grew brighter as he neared the other end of the pipe. "Finally..." The ODST muttered. Any longer and he would've grabbed one of the many rats scurrying along and threw it across to entertain himself. Safe to say that wasn't happening anytime soon.

He reached the end of the pipeline and saw that it was blocked off with a grate as well. Gladly, there was a gate that lead to the other side. But there was a lock keeping it in place. Without thinking, he pulled out his pistol and shot at the lock. He caught the broken lock and set it gently on the ground and placed his hands on the gate. Pushing against it slowly, it let out high pitched creaking as it opened gradually. Stepping forward as soon as it was wide open, Ghost stepped foot onto the concrete ground and did the same again to the door closing it.

Ghost found himself in a somewhat dark alleyway. Sunlight barely touched the enclosed narrow space which fitted perfectly for the ODST's black armor color scheme. Daringly walking through the ally, he made his way to the edge of the shadows that was fairly near the street. He then stopped near the edge of the dark and crouched down and he looked around to see what was going on.

_"This doesn't seem to match anything in the UNSC Database. Buildings seem to be of European design, maybe like Florence. But it reminds me of Free Hold back on Reach." _Ghost took down mental notes as he continued to observe the city he just snuck into. What surprised him deeply was seeing people with animal parts. Dog tails. Cat and rabbit ears. Bull horns. _"Seems to be some type of hybrid."_

His ears then twitched when he heard a faint scream from across the road. Snapping his head up, Ghost saw that a woman with rabbit ears was in another alley. She was pinned against the wall with a figure dressed in a black suit, slacks and fedora with a red tie. He had a knife drawn out with it inching closer to her neck. This just only triggered a faint memory in the back of his head reminding him of someone being in the same situation.

Clenching his M6S/SOCOM a little tighter in hand, Ghost stood up and drew in a deep breath. Without considering the consequences of what is to come, he sprinted out of the alley. He heard a car horn blow out from beside him and he turned his head to his side. He jumped into the air and vaulted over the hood of the car and continued his sprint. He raised his hands up and aimed at the thug's kneecaps. He pulled on the trigger twice and the screams were heard from him as he collapsed on the ground holding onto his obliterated joints.

The woman only covered her mouth in shock seeing what just happened in an instant. She looked up and widened her eyes when she saw a man suited up in black armor running over aiming his pistol at the man on the ground. "Get lost," Ghost snarled at the man pulling back on the pistol, cocking it loudly. The thug only whimpered in dread and agony as he tried to crawl away from him.

Ghost then turned his head over to the woman as he holstered his pistol. The woman only covered her face with her arms trying to make herself shrink as if she wasn't there. "Easy. Easy," He eased to her. He placed his hands on his helmet and removed it from his head. "I'm not going to hurt you. You're safe now."

The woman slowly lowered her arms down to take a peek at him. She still remained stiff when she saw that he was human. But why would a human save her? Wouldn't a human just pass by without bothering to help out? Then why was this one doing this? "W-Why?" She squeaked out at him.

"Hey, I'm not going to turn a blind eye to you, ma'am. A soldier doesn't walk away from the innocent," Ghost reassured her. He then reached out and lightly tapped her shoulder. "Relax."

The woman noticed that his eyes were rather weathered. Full of conflict. Rage. And sorrow. But the flame of kindness burned behind those eyes. And his presence just put her at ease. Taking a deep breath of her own, she nodded at him. "Well, thank you, Mr...?"

"Just call me Riley," Ghost replied to her. But at the same time, he was wondering why he was doing this. Was it that memory that just rose earlier that compelled him to do this? Was it him reacting just purely on instinct? Or was he reminded of by the words of Amy from her dying words? He mentally shook his head deciding to figure that out later. Right now, acting was his priority.

"Riley, what a nice name. I'm Zoey Scarlatina. Thank you for saving me from that mongrel. Crime is certainly running rampant through this city right now." Zoey then looked at his armor and his current firearm strapped to his thigh. "You said you're a soldier,, am I correct?'

"Yes."

"Are you from Atlas by any chance?"

Ghost just gulped silently when he heard that. _"Atlas? Must be a place from around here. Just act. I'll figure things out later." _He nodded at her. "Yes, ma'am."

"How come you're not stationed back in your kingdom?" Zoey asked him curtly.

"I'm just on leave right now. ma'am. I just, ummm, never visited this place yet so I wanted to check it out. I guess I just got lost," Ghost responded back on the go. He had no idea what she was saying, but he had to play along.

Zoey placed her hands on her hips and nodded at him. "Do you have anywhere to stay in Vale?"

"No, ma'am."

"Well, the least I can do for you is fill your stomach up and let you rest. You look beyond from the land of the living. You must be starving."

"Miss, I'm telling you, I'm fine-"

She grabbed his hand and started dragging him out of the alley. "It's the least I could do. Just come along."

Ghost was grunting softly as he tried to pry himself from her grasp only to notice how tight of an iron grip she had. _"What the fuck? How the hell does she have a grip like that?"_

"Come along. I promise I won't bite. I'm sure my husband will be alright with you staying with us for a couple days."

Ghost just remained silent as he was dragged along the sidewalk. He looked around to see pedestrians staring at him with puzzled looks on their faces. _"What have you gotten yourself into now, Riley?" _He thought.

* * *

><p><strong>Well, Ghost has found himself in a rather awkward situation. Always think before you do or you might find yourself in a hole you might never get out of. What will happen to our fellow ODST?<strong>


	4. Chapter 4: One Month

Chapter 4

_**Location: Eisenhower Academy, Planet Reach**_

_**Date: August 3rd, 2541**_

"_Welcome to Eisenhower Academy! I am Sergeant Anderson Polski! And right now, you, cadets, are the new faces to the faces of the UNSC! It's your job to pass this academy and learn your skills as a Marine to fight against the Covenant! And it's my job to make sure you idiots get that proper training! You will fall in when I call your name! Is that clear?!" _

"_Yes, Sir!" All the cadets shouted back in unison as they obeyed their new CO at the moment._

_A young man walked forward along with the several new recruits that have been with him for the sixteen long hour journey. He had what looked like soft brown hair that waved along the in gentle breeze that blew on by. His brown eyes were full of vigour and energy along with excitement. He may've been only eighteen along with his younger brother who was just beside the Sergeant since he was only sixteen, but he was ready to do what it would take to become a UNSC Marine and protect his family._

"_Private Riley O'Neil! Forward!"_

_A small smile affixed itself to his face as he stepped up to the Sergeant with bravado. "Reporting, Sir!" He replied back boldly before promptly giving him a salute. Something his older brother had taught him before leaving._

"_Just because your older brother is an admiral in the UNSC, don't let that make you think you're gonna have special treatment! Is that clear?!"_

"_Sir!"_

* * *

><p>Ghost shot up from his sleep with a small gasp accompanying him. He held his head with a hand softly with his breath unsteady. Sweat was dripping down his chin as he panted hard. Another dream. Another memory. A memory filled with so many emotions.<p>

Happiness. Hurt. Anger. Regret.

The ODST slowed his breathing placing his hand over his mouth and breathed through his nose to regulate his heart beat. "Just a dream... It's nothing but a dream..." Ghost whispered weakly. "Just... A dream..."

Evidently, this was but a half truth. Behind those dreams of his was memories. Memories that have been buried deep in his mind that he never wanted to ever remember again. This was another reason why he feared going to sleep. Conjuring up memories of old to torment him of the halcyon days that have passed on by.

Graciously, he heard a knock on his door and jerked his head to look. "Y-Yeah?" Ghost called out wiping the sweat off his brow and sighed.

"Mr. O'Neil? Are you doing alright?" The door soon opened to reveal Zoey who had a concerned expression on her face. In her free hand, she had a tray with a bowl and a plastic water bottle. "I didn't want to disturb you while you were asleep, so I decided to give you your breakfast in bed. You seemed to have been in thought as of last night."

Ghost just nodded at her in his silent expression and fixed himself so he was properly sitting on the mattress. "Yeah... Just been preoccupied, lately, ma'am," He addressed to her with his head bowed down.

"How many time have I told you? You can call me Zoey. We're all adults here," The Rabbit Faunus reminded him placing the tray down on the floor and placed her hands on her hips curtly.

It has been a month since Ghost has encountered Zoey. On multiple occasions, he wanted to leave and never wanted to have a family house a man whom they have no idea who he is. But Zoey has always insisted that he could stay as long as he likes for as long as he does his part in helping them out.

And there was one thing that the ODST knew very well about women since he was part of relief forces after liberating a planet from Covenant occupation. No matter what, you never argue against women who offer housing and food to you. Ever. He only cringed hard remembering the last time in doing so, it caused him to end up in the infirmary from her and her daughters.

"Just... Been thinking about my brother, that's all," Ghost replied back to her reaching down to grab the water bottle. "Sorry if I've been somewhat... A burden for your family," Ghost told her as he took a sip from the bottle.

"Riley, it's okay. You told us that you've been let go from the Atlas Military and your house was taken by the bank. I've told you multiple times, you are welcomed to stay with us as long as you want. Now eat up, we need to open the shop before eleven. Alright? I'll be waiting for you once you're done with your breakfast. So hurry. I'll be waiting so you can help me out with some errands."

Ghost nodded once again at his host as she left the room. He peered to the side of his bed looking at his breakfast on the floor and groaned placing a hand over his eyes. "Idiot..." He cursed to himself. "At least she took that lie..." Ghost mumbled to himself softly.

But as always before he even had anything in his stomach, he got onto the floor and got himself paralleled to it. He then began some push ups to start of the day as he tried to forget the dream he recently had. _"I have to try to forget... It's no good having them come every night... Jackie... Fuck... Just forget it..."_

After hitting fifty push ups, he laid himself on the ground and rolled onto his back and started to do some sit ups. It was always a routine for him after a couple years of forcing himself to get up every morning to recite said routine. Now a force of habit, he did these rituals every morning, whenever he could, to start of his day.

* * *

><p>The ODST yawned deeply as he walked downstairs holding the tray in hand that he was given. Thanks to his hosts, he was given some new clothing as he didn't have anything else on him but his ODST armor. He was wearing a snow white cardigan with a black sweater beneath it. Dark blue pants came along with black boots that accompanied the look. He didn't mind it, this meant he had free clothing with clothes that actually fit him.<p>

He came into the kitchen and placed the tray into the sink before walking into the living room. The first sight he saw was not one pair of rabbit ears, but two pairs of rabbit ears were in his sights.

After having some explanation from Zoey about why some people had animal appendages, Ghost had some trouble believing it at first, but after a couple weeks of learning the terminology of the world he was now in, known as Remnant, he has gotten used to seeing Faunus now.

The owner of the other pair of rabbit ears looked over in the direction Ghost was in and she titled her head. "Mom? Who's that?" She asked Zoey politely with her ears drooping down.

Zoey looked behind her and saw the ODST in the doorway to the kitchen before turning back and smiled. "Oh, he's a guest of ours, dear. But don't worry, he's a good person. He's been helping me and your father out for the past month he's been staying here." She then gestured to Ghost prompting him to come over to her.

In reluctance, Ghost walked over and stood beside Zoey looking at what seemed to be her daughter from first glances. She literally looked like a younger version of his host causing him to chuckle silently seeing this. "Riley, I'd like you to meet my daughter, Velvet Scarlatina. Sweetie, this here is Riley O'Neil. He's a former soldier from Atlas but he lost his house and had nowhere else to go. Make sure to make him him feel more at home with your assistance."

Velvet nodded at her mother before she bowed forward a bit towards Ghost in greetings. "It's nice to meet you, Mr. O'Neil. I hope you're doing alright," She said to him with a caring smile on her face, clearly a trait that she has gotten from Zoey.

The ODST did the same as well to her with a curt nod. "It's nice to meet you as well, Velvet. I haven't seen you around before."

"Oh, I just came back from my first semester from Beacon Academy. I'm just here for a couple weeks on semester break before the second one comes along by," Velvet replied back at him still smiling.

"Beacon Academy? What is that? Is it some school?" Ghost asked in curiosity outloud.

Both Scarlatinas looked at him with shock on their faces. "You haven't heard of Beacon Academy?" They both asked him.

Ghost sighed as he chuckled nervously. "Sorry, I've been in the military for too long. Guess I kinda've forgotten what it is," He replied back still chuckling nervously.

"Well, I guess that's understandable since soldiers and Huntsmen are entirely different," Zoey explained herself as she nodded. "Okay, Beacon Academy is a special school where people like my daughter here go to to be trained into people who fight against the Grimm."

The ODST reminisced the time he first set foot into Remnant. He learned what the Grimm where through some research. Apparently he encountered what was called a Beowolf. It tried to kill him. He gave it a dosage of buckshot into it's brain. "Oh, alright. That's good to know."

Zoey nodded at him and looked at her daughter. "Mr. O'Neil is currently unemployed at the moment. So he's currently helping us out with errands and jobs."

Velvet perked her ears up from that and looked at the ODST. "Oh, that's unfortunate... Oh! I remember something. I overheard from some professors at Beacon looking for a new combat instructor. The last one quit because he couldn't take some of the fourth year students anymore. Maybe I could-"

"As much as you are offering to say that I might be a good replacement for a combat instructor at your school, I'll pass on it for the moment... Gotta get used to normal life for a bit," Ghost quickly replied back at her waving a hand.

This is what always surprised him over the past month. The kindness he was being shown to him from people that don't know anything about him. Yet one small act of saving reaps this?

"Oh, well, I suppose that's normal. Well, if you ever want to, I can let my headmaster know about you when you want," Velvet replied smiling at him. The Rabbit Faunus then looked at her mother with her head tilted slightly. "Where's Dad, Mom?"

"Oh, he's out right now working. He should be back this afternoon," Zoey answered to her before hugging her. "Now stop dawdling. You must be starving, you poor thing. Let's get your stomach filled up," She announced before letting go and waltzed her way to the kitchen.

Ghost let out a soft, low laugh at this before looking at Velvet. "Is your mother always like this?"

Velvet blushed a bit and smiled with a small giggle. "Yeah. My mom always wants to make sure everyone is fed and alright."

Before they could continue the conversation, the sharp sound of glass shattering was heard from the kitchen with a loud gasp. There was no need to exchange anymore words with the two for they rushed into the kitchen. Ghost heard crunching beneath his foot and gazed down to see pieces of a broken plate. Shifting his head up straight, he saw that Zoey had her hands over her mouth and eyes widened with shock within them. They were gazing at the small television that was set up in the kitchen.

"Mom? What's wrong?" Velvet asked worriedly walking over to her side. "Is there something-?" She stopped mid-sentence when she saw the screen and stared at it. "That's... That's Dad's workplace..."

Ghost walked over to them and looked at the screen. What he saw shocked him.

_"This is Lisa Lavender, reporting to you live from downtown Vale. Just an hour ago, the Commerce building across the city hall has been taken over by insurgents of the White Fang. Every single employee in the building has been taken hostage. So far, no one has been reported dead as of yet. Police have set up a perimeter around the building tp prevent any escape for them. And what appears to be the leader of the group has demanded a ransom of a million Lien for exchange for the hostages they have inside. For the past hour, they have been at a standoff between each other. The-"_

"Where is this located?" Ghost threw out at them as he turned around walking away.

"W-What?" Both Scarlatina's asked him ripping their eyes off the screen.

The ODST froze on spot and turned around with his eyes that seemed almost soulless, a complete opposite of what they were earlier. "The police aren't trained enough to take this themselves. Get me in the field, I can be able to pull the hostages out with no casualties on either side."

"Riley, you've just left the military. You don't need to throw yourself back into the fray," Zoey told him before looking back at the screen.

"If you don't tell me now, people are going to die. I'm going to get my armor on. Time to get back in the game," Ghost retorted back cracking his knuckles. _"I won't let this slide on by... Not again..."_


	5. Chapter 5: Back in the Game

Chapter 5

* * *

><p>"I can't believe you talk me into driving you, Riley," Zoey muttered softly talking a left at an intersection.<p>

"You can thank me later once I save Ollie and the rest of the hostages. But thanks anyhow," Ghost replied back in a serious tone while checking on his helmet, making calibrations on it for the soon contact he'll be facing soon. Thanks to NavSpecWeaps, ODST VISR's were created to highlight key things on the field which he was making the necessary updates to highlight the items in Remnant for his VISR.

Velvet was just jittery in her seat pressing her index fingers together trying to keep her composure together. It was just her nature to be wary of things, especially these types of situations. She might be a student at Beacon Academy right now, but she was only in her first year. And she still needed a huge boost of confidence due to her shy nature.

"M-Mr. O'Neil? Is this a good idea? W-Why don't you let the police take care of this?" Velvet squeaked out throwing her point out at him.

The ODST looked at her and sighed as he went back to calibrating his VISR. "Police don't have the training to take on these people. Judging from what I heard about the White Fang, they're more of a militant group with training that can go up against military training. They come to kill us first, it's my job to kill them first," Ghost replied back harshly taking the words from a close friend of his.

Reaching into his magnetic knapsack that was resting at his feet in the passenger seat, he pulled out his M6S Handgun and pulled it back letting it make it's click sound. Sliding his finger over the button, he popped the magazine out and checked it before inserting it back in. "Besides, I've been trained with the best. I can take them on all by myself," He growled softly before holstering his firearm into his holster on his hip.

Zoey only has seen Ghost in this state once and only briefly. It was only the time when he came to her rescue, seeing how brutal he was with the thug he took care of. And now she was seeing him in this once again, now out to save her husband from a hostage situation.

"Okay, we're almost there. Just... Just make sure you don't get arrested by the police," Zoey told him as she turned another corner.

"I'll be talking to them first. They'll need all the help they can get," Ghost answered back. He once again reached into the knapsack and started pulling out pieces out and frames along with magazines. "Don't mind me, just getting weapons ready for breaching," He muttered to her and pieced them together.

Main weapons in his arsenal were his M90 Shotgun, M6S SOCOM Handgun and his combat knife. But in certain situations such as close quarters combat with covert means, the M7S Caseless Submachine Gun was assembled together for such a situation. Knapsacks of the UNSC were lightweight and for some weird reason, seemed to fit more than it look.

A loud click was heard as Ghost inserted a clip into the submachine gun and inspected the silencer he has attached to the barrel of said firearm. With his body leering forward before coming to a sudden stop, he looked out the window and saw the Commerce building there beside them.

"Here's the stop. Me and Velvet will accompany you to the police. With luck, a friend of ours should be on the scene," Zoey pointed out as she started getting out of the car. But to her dismay, she saw the ODST already walking towards one of the police officers who was on perimeter duty. "Oh Dust..."

The police officer had his back turned to Ghost as he was addressing civilians away from the police barricade that was made to keep the perimeter secure around the building. "No cameras. And don't get too close, You are in danger here," He announced to them. But by instinct, the hairs on the back of his neck. Turning around, a yelp escaped from his lips and took a couple steps back. Before him was Ghost, fully clad in his onyx ODST Battle Armor with red accents on them. The helmet on his head wasn't polarized yet so his face was still visible. "... Could you step away? This is an unsafe area-"

"What's the situation right now? Has anything happened? Anything at all?" Ghost cut him off sharply with his tone dangerous.

"A-And who are you to demand such a thing?" The officer questioned with hesitation. His body stiffened at the very words the soldier before him uttered, seeing that it was to respected utmost and without fail.

"Because if you don't, innocent people are going to die. And I can't do anything to help out if you don't tell me a thing," Ghost added in with his eyes narrowing down on the poor officer.

"Gerald!"

The officer peered behind Ghost and felt relief sweep over his entire being seeing Zoey walking up. "Zoey! Can you help me get this... This guy away from me?" He begged not wanting to make eye contact once again.

"Relax, Gerald. He's with me. A friend of mine," The older Rabbit Faunus replied to him making the officer widen his eyes at the words.

"F-Friend?"

"Yeah. Former Atlas Military. And he wants to help out. Is your CO here?" She asked him.

"I-I don't know if the chief will allow a former soldier to-"

"Gerry... My husband is in there... And Riley here saved my life... He's offering his help here."

"... Follow me... But don't make any trouble, you hear? People 'round here are already tense about the White Fang six years ago since they changed..." Gerald replied back at her as he fixed his navy blue hat on his head.

"The sooner I can talk to him, the sooner I can get in and finish this," Ghost said as he followed Gerald's footsteps down the street.

"Alright. I heard you... But I'll be honest here. At first, the White Fang was nothing more than a nuisance in their riots. But two years ago, they managed to derail a Schnee Company train filled with Dust and stole it. They got organized. Dunno how, but a hunch of mine says they have ex-military with them."

"Shouldn't be a problem. I've seen worse," The ODST replied back before they approached a woman who was relaying orders to another officer.

"I want snipers across from the building. Make sure they are positioned to take out any White Fang Insurgents inside that show hostile means to the hostages," She said to the officer.

"But ma'am, there are still other hostages we don't see in there. They said they have eight of them. We can only see four."

"Just get the snipers up there."

"Putting them there is useful. But if you put two in the front and one from the sides and back, you have better coverage," Ghost interjected in.

The woman turned around as her alabaster hair flowed in the small breeze with her emerald eyes observing the ODST before her. Her light peach skin had no apparent blemish on her skin nor any cut. Dressed in a white dress shirt with a black vest of kevlar armor accompanying black dress pants and leather shoes, by quick observation, she was the chief. "And who are you supposed to be? Did Gerald let you in?"

Ghost nodded as he looked at the building before her. "Riley O'Neil, former Atlas Special Forces. Now not retired," Ghost told her. "I'm here to help."

"And are you seeking to gain anything rewards or anything here?" The police chief asked him before pulling out a tablet and looked at it attentively.

Ghost shook his head and looked at the building once again. "Nothing of that sort, miss. I'm here on my own accord."

"What makes you think that I should trust you with such a task for you?" She questioned him, placing her hand on her hip with her face darkening slightly. "And please take that helmet off, I need to see your face."

The ODST grumbled silently before he gave her a curt nod. Removing the helmet and holding it along his arm, Ghost looked at her with his own hair swaying in the breeze. "Because I have been in situations like this numerous times already. Most of your men seem to be on edge. Fresh from training I bet. And, I can be able to subdue any hostiles inside and save the hostages with little to no bloodshed if need be."

The police chief continued looking at him for a moment with her hand clenched loosely in a fist in front of her mouth. "Police Chief Veronica Milkovich. Sorry if I didn't give you my name earlier. Just been jumpy, that's all."

"So do you trust me then?" Ghost asked her.

"I really got no choice. You're right about my men. They are new except for Gerald. He's been with us for five years. And you're the only one who seems to be able to pull of such a task," Veronica replied to him.

* * *

><p><em>Inside the Commerce Building, half an hour later...<em>

"For the last time, you can't use a kitchen knife as a proper throwing knife. The weight in the handle won't compensate for the momentum as it spins."

"Yes you can! You can total use a kitchen knife as a throwing knife! I've seen it in the movies!"

It has been over half an hour since an argument broke out between these two White Fang Insurgents. All it took was a chat about weapons before it escalated to using throwing knives.

"Dale, you can use them. You just have to make sure you throw it properly. But that takes training. But I'll pay you twenty Lien if you prove it to me when we get back."

"Fine! I'll show you and win that money!"

"Whatever. I'm heading to the washroom for a leak. Just don't let the hostage outta your sight."

"Make sure you get back here! I hate watching hostages, Frank!"

"Don't worry, I'll be back soon."

He left the room leaving his friend behind with a hostage seated against a wall. His hands were bound behind him with his eyes burning holes into the other's head. "You won't get away with this. You will be served justice, White Fang," He muttered at him.

"C'mon, old man. You really think you're in a position to talk back to me right now?" The White Fang Insurgent questioned him with a cocky grin on his face. "You're a Faunus as well. Why don't you support us?"

"Because I don't side myself with radical madmen like you," The man answered back defiantly.

"Eh, whatever. Your loss."

"More like your loss, son."

A few minutes passed on by before the White Fang Insurgent grew slightly worried about his friend. "Hmm, should've been back by now. Guess he had to go take a shit... But I guess it shouldn't hurt to check on him." He then looked at the man and nodded. "You stay here, gramps. Not like you have anywhere else to go."

Saying that, he hefted his blade over his shoulder and walked out of the small room into the hallway. "Frank? You there man?" He called out. Nothing. "Yesh, man should've called back. Washroom then for checking."

Strolling in a slow pace over to the restrooms that were nearby the room, he placed his hand on the door and pushed walking in. "Frank! Don't tell me you have problems shitting again. I don't want to remember two years ago about that literal shitstorm you took." Once again, no response. "Frank?"

He noticed that one of the restroom stalls were slightly disturbed and walked over for further investigation. "Please don't tell me you forgot to close the door, Fra-" A shout almost escaped his mouth when he saw that his friend was unconscious sitting on the toilet, his head hanging to the side. "Oh God! Frank!" He went in and started shaking his friend trying to wake him. "Please don't tell me you're dead! I gotta win that bet and that money from you!"

Unknown to him, a figure in onyx armor approached from behind crouched. Hands were at the ready and moved about as he came closer and closer to him. In one swift movement, the figure grabbed him from behind and wrapped his arms around his neck and head holding him place. He started to squirm in his spot, franticly trying to escape the sleeper hold before his eye lids betrayed him and closed shut.

Ghost softly laid the body down on the floor and tapped on the side of his helmet activating the radio built inside. "Hey, Veronica. I'm in. These White Fang seem to be a joke. I've taken down tougher," He huffed into his radio and made his way out of the restroom into the hallway.

"You're no joke. Sorry if I doubted you," Veronica spoke back to him. "Okay. That's good you're in. But we only have sights on those who are by the windows. We got nothing on the interior."

"Don't worry. I'll give you a heads up if I need any fire support if I'm in the area. Going radio silent. Out." Ghost tapped the side of his helmet again and switched the radio off before he took out his M6S Handgun. Pulling back in the top, he started creeping down the hallway.

_"I just got lucky. Got to make sure I can't get stuck in a kill zone or I'm done."_

Ghost then saw a door on the the left and went beside it. Holding onto his handgun tightly, he snapped to the doorway and aimed inside. His eyes widened behind his VISR seeing someone familiar tied up. "Zack?" He asked before walking forward.

The Faunus perked up hearing that voice and nodded. "Riley? Is that you?" He questioned as his wolf ears twitched nervously.

Ghost nodded and made his VISR go clear showing his face to him. "Yeah. You alright?"

"I'm fine. I tussled with more dangerous fellows than these lads. What are you doing here?"

"Getting you out of here. But I have to leave you behind here. Can't take you along or you'll become collateral if you get caught in a crossfire," Ghost explained to him. "I'll clear the place out. You stay here. I'll come back once it's safe."

"I suppose I can wait a little longer. Make sure the others are safe," Zack told him as he fixed himself and leaned against the wall.

"Roger that."

Zack only sighed as he looked at the ceiling. "I guess these are a bit of desperate times, no?"

Ghost only grinned slightly as he nodded at him. "Well, I guess I'm the desperate measure then," Ghost replied before his visor polarized back to it's opaque state before he left with his blood starting to boil beneath his skin. _"Time to let loose."_


	6. Chapter 6: WIA (Wounded in Action)

Chapter 6

**A/N: At long last, summer has arrived! I should've gotten busy earlier and everything, but Destiny Iron Banner came up, freerunning, pre-ordering games and repaired phone had taken a lot out of my time. But glad I'm here now to present you this people.**

**I can't believe that you guys have been supporting this story ever since it's started. I mean, it was just a little project I had gotten from my mind and seeing you people loving it makes me feel like it's worth it. Thank you all.**

**And no, I'm not abandoning any stories at the moment. I just want to get some other ones done first so I can concentrate on the others better. Kay?**

**And as always, be wary. My writing sometimes becomes rusty. But I always get back in the game quickly. Sorry if there's anything that seems to have thrown you off.**

**Enough now. Enjoy!**

* * *

><p>"<em>Time to let loose."<em>

Those words sank into the ODST's mindset at an instant before he slowly made his way over to the door and looked both ways for any kind of movement that might be presenting itself for him. Confirming no one was coming along, he looked behind him to see Zack and nodded. "Good luck," The Faunus told him.

Ghost only managed a smile before he drew his handgun and went on out.

Many a Marine have known Ghost back in the UNSC because of his known way of handling things. He was an emotionless being that could kill without a second thought. Even the brass thought of him as such a being, which they always elected him to lead a demolitions squad if needed in combat.

But many also knew why he was called such a thing. Some say that he was the physical manifestation of death itself, only for them to comprehend.

Ghost was known to be a stealthy type in the field when he chose to be. When he isn't guns blazing like many of the greenhorns in the military, he, along with the ODST's, were something to fear when you step in the shadows. Even talk among the Covenant of these soldiers put fear in their hearts whenever they step into the shadows.

Elites have even dubbed them as _"Shadow Walkers",_ which in an aspect was both a compliment but a curse as well.

And right now, this Shadow Walker only had one objective in mind. Rescue the hostages and to his best, if he can, with non-lethal methods, to neutralize the White Fang inside the building.

"Doesn't mean I can't try to rough them up a bit," He muttered to himself quietly before coming to the end of the hallway. He slowly stood up to his full height and took in a deep breath. Ghost leaned out of the corner before he widened his eyes.

He was face to face with a White Fang Insurgent and they just stared at each other for a few seconds, their reactions hidden behind their masks.

"Intru-!" The Insurgent managed to get out before Ghost let his fury upon him. He was met with a nose crushing headbutt from the titanium helmet. The ODST then grabbed him and flipped him so his back was facing him. His left arm was snaked around the White Fang's neck with the other held the M6C to the skull.

"Keep quiet if you don't want your brains to be blown out," Ghost hissed at him making him stop his squirming to escape. He pressed the barrel of the handgun against the head with more force. "Now, if you want to live, tell me how many of you are here. And where are the hostages?"

"I-I'll never tell human scum like you," The Insurgent managed to mutter out to him.

"Wrong answer," Ghost answered and slowly pulled the trigger.

The Insurgent paled when he heard clicking in the handgun and sighed. "Alright! Alright! I'll tell you! There's thirty of us here! And the hostages are all in the office on the second floor! We weren't planning to stay that long!

The ODST grinned slightly before he removed his firearm from the skull. "Thank you," He said rather politely before he bashed it on his head. This sudden strike caused the Insurgent go out cold and collapse in his arms. He gently set him against the wall sitting up and sighed. Most likely he would be having a concussion judging from the force applied to his head.

"Three down. Twenty seven left. Too easy."

Giving a small quick tap on the side of his helmet, Ghost bent down inspecting the Insurgent before his radio came to life. "Veronica, it's Riley," He reported curtly.

"Riley, how's the situation looking?" The Police Chief asked him.

"As far as I can tell, not that bad. I managed to talk to one of them. He was rather nice. He told me there's thirty of them. You can relax now, it's not as many as your intelligence assumed. I took down three already. I also found a hostage. No injuries or anything of that sort on him. Seems relatively unharmed." Ghost then removed the mask off the Insurgent and inspected his face. "I suggest you should get a team ready to breach in through the doors. I'll inform you when I find the hostages. You worry about neutralizing any hostiles. You let me handle the hostages."

"Affirmative. Report back to me once you find them and see they are secured."

"Copy that."

Communications then ceased with Veronica before he patted the knocked out Insurgent on the shoulder. "Thanks for the tip, bud. I'll put it to use."

* * *

><p><em>Later...<em>

"Hey, Dan?" A White Fang Insurgent asked his comrade beside him. They were currently the ones guarding the hostages. They were standing outside the room that the hostages were in. And it has been at least an hour since they were assigned to this position. For one's boredom can grow to dangerous levels.

His friend looked over and sighed. "What is it, Nate?"

"You ever wonder why we're here?" Nate said to his friend with his lips pursed out thinking of his thoughts.

"Ummm, we're here guarding the hostages?"

"No, man, I mean, what's our purpose in life, Dan? Like, is this White Fang stuff really necessary? You know, us against humanity seems a bit stupid."

"Nate, you're a Faunus. Humans hate Faunus."

"I know... But still, isn't there a better way of us trying to achieve equality between us? Without all the violence."

"Well... I have thought of that... But Humans are stubborn."

"We're stubborn too."

"Yeah..."

"Yep..."

Silence passed between the two for awhile with the occasional sniff or cough coming along. "Hey, Nate, I'm just gonna go check on the hostages inside. Stay out here, and don't go anywhere," Dan told him while opening the door.

"Sure. Not like I have anywhere else to go."

Both nodded in agreement with Dan entering the room and quickly closed the door. Nate only sighed leaning against the wall looking at the ceiling. "Soooooo bored..." With his mind starting to saunter away, he wistfully started to whistle about trying to pass the time.

But to his dismay, he felt an arm grab him from the side before he was caught in a hold. Nate soon felt something being pressed to his head making him panic. "Hey, call your buddy out. And no dirty tricks. Do anything funny and your brains will go all over the wall," A gravely voice hissed at him.

"O-Okay... I'll do it... Please don't kill me..." Nate muttered back. Being dragged by the man holding him captive to the door, he didn't need to be told anything else as he knocked on the door. "H-Hey, Dan, I need your help. I think I saw something suspicious out here."

"Nate. I'm trying to keep them under control in here."

"Just come on out!"

"Ugh... Fine." The door then opened slowly with Dan shaking his head. "What is it-?" Dan widened his eyes seeing his friend behind held captive by the ODST. He tried to raise his rifle up to engage him but Ghost reacted quicker.

The ODST threw his own hostage at Dan. The collision caused the two to fall onto the ground with Ghost advancing into the room. He shot both Insurgents in the leg before he kicked them in the head. For the moment, he wasn't concerned about the current medical state the White Fang members were in. Right now, he was concerned about the hostages.

Instantly, one of them titled his head looking at Ghost. "Riley?"

Ghost jerked his head to the side hearing his name and widened them seeing who it was. "Ollie," He replied back walking over to him. He knelt down beside him and took out his knife to cut the bindings. "You alright?"

Ollie nodded at him and pried his hands away from each other, free of bindings. He rubbed his wrists with his fox ears twitching on top of his maroon hair. "I'm okay. What are you doing here?"

"Repaying the favor," Ghost answered back cutting the bindings of another hostage. Completing the removing of the rope, he bent over to one of the downed Insurgents and pulled his knife out and tossed it over to Ollie. "Help me out. We should get out of here soon."

Ollie caught the knife from the ODST and did the same as his friend helping free the rest. "Where's Zack?"

"He's somewhere else in here. He should be fine. I saw him first. He can hold his own."

A few minutes passed on by and soon, all the hostages were free with Ghost standing in front of them. "Alright, people. I'm going to get you out of here. We're doing it my way. Whatever I tell you, you do. It'll save your life if the situation calls for it."

"Ummm, what about the White Fang? Aren't they still in here?" A woman asked him with anxiety creeping over her features.

"They still are. But I took care of some. There shouldn't be much left. But be cautious." Ghost then tapped the side of his helmet getting a hold of Veronica. "Hey, it's Riley, I found the hostages."

"Excellent work. Get ready, my men will be breaching the building in two minutes. Be ready for a firefight."

"Don't worry about me. I'll be fine. I've been through worse. I think I can handle a few of these White Fang here," Ghost acknowledged with her. "Riley out." He then gave Ollie a glance and nodded. "Still know how to fire a gun?"

"I maybe a retired Huntsman, Riley, but I still know how to fight," The Fox Faunus responded back boldly.

No one could see through the visor, but behind it was Ghost grinning slightly before he gave Ollie his M6C. Along with it, he provided a couple magazines for it as well. "Use it sparingly. Shoot if needed," Ghost advised him. Reaching behind him, he unslung his M7S Submachine Gun into his hands and grasped it securely with an iron grip. "Alright, people. Follow me. When I tell you to get down, you get down. Ollie, be with the group. I'll be taking point," The ODST spoke before he exited out of the room.

One of the workers only hung his head in dread at this. "We're going to die."

Ghost caught wind of those words and turned around glowered at the man. "Nobody is dying here."

Ollie took his own few steps out before he heard something impact on the wall not far from him. "Riley!" He exclaimed and took a couple shots in the direction of fire.

"Everyone down!" Ghost shouted, his voice now turning sharp and ragged. He ran towards a desk and kicked it over to it's side taking cover behind it. He peered over the flipped desk top before a bullet grazed the left side of his helmet. "Damn it!" He cursed. _"There goes _Nodding, he raised his M7S over it and proceeded to fire blindly at the White Fang that rushed into the room. He heard grunts and yelps from the White Fang with a couple thuds sounding out.

"Who is that?!" One of the White Fang shouted still firing his rifle at Ghost's position.

"I don't know! Is he from Atlas?!"

"Seems like it! Look at the armor he's wearing!"

Ghost only snorted and shook his head. "Sounds like they want my armor badly. Too bad they won't get it." Bitting his bottom lip, he took off a frag grenade off his hip and pressed the button. Taking in a deep breath, Ghost glanced towards Ollie and both nodded. "Fire in the hole!" He shouted before throwing the frag towards the White Fang.

There were shouts of panic from the Insurgents before they were replaced by screams of pain and agony with a loud bang. Looking up, Ghost saw there was a small crater where the grenade exploded additionally showing some bodies on the ground. "Plus three confirmed!" He shouted before he stuck his upper body out and fired his submachine gun at them.

Ollie was doing his part as well, occasionally popping out of his own cover taking shots at the White Fang with precision. Thanks to being a former Huntsman, his training was still with him aiding him in taking down the Insurgents that continued to come in. "How many is that now?!" The Fox Faunus shouted at the ODST.

"Twenty left!" Ghost countered quickly transitioning his empty magazine for a fresh one. Swiftly pulling the bolt back, he resumed firing at the group that seemed to be an endless amount of them. "How many goddamn White Fang idiots are there?!" He shouted himself before he howled in pain. The ODST bent down in his cover holding his shoulder. What surprised him was that it felt warm. Taking a quick peak at it, he saw that a small bit of his armor was melted away. He then hissed feeling a burning pain inside his arm.

"Riley! What happened?!" Ollie shouted taking more shots.

"My shoulder! Got hit! It's... It's burning!" Ghost yelled, using one had to spray his rounds at the White Fang which were now taking cover.

"Bloody... Red Dust Rounds! They go through armor like it's nothing!" Ollie told him. "It shouldn't burn much longer! Ignore the pain!"

"Easier said than done!" The ODST exclaimed instantly. Taking another peek over, he saw that some started running back through the door before hearing shouts and screams. "I guess the cavalry has arrived!"

The firefight continued a little longer before the two looked to see that they were neutralized. Ghost held his shoulder groaning with Ollie walking over to him. The Fox Faunus has only a magazine left for his temporary firearm. The two panted looking at each other with Ghost's visor polarizing showing his face. "Did we get them all?" Ollie wondered.

Wait here. I'll take a look," Ghost muttered to him and walked across the office floor towards the doorway. He passed by the cubicles that were riddled with bullet holes and the crater from the frag. "Yeah... I think we-"

He was cut off abruptly when he was grabbed from behind and screamed feeling pain stabbing him in the side. "You killed my comrades! I kill you!" A White Fang Insurgent shouted at him before smashing his head through the wall. He was more muscular than the rest with the armor slightly thicker.

Ghost groaned as he was pulled out before it was smashed through again. Ollie just watched aiming at the Insurgent. But if he took a shot, it would have it's mark on Ghost as well.

"Now, you pay!" The Insurgent screamed and rammed Ghost's head through a close window. Some of the glass still remained with jagged points aiming at the ODST's neck.

Widening his eyes, Ghost placed his hands on the ledge where the window was and pushed against it while at the same time was being pushed towards it. His neck was being aimed for a large shard of glass. Seeing how easily this guy was able to pierce through his CQB variant, which had thicker titanium plating yet still retaining it's relatively light weight, he could easily get this shard through his neck.

The shard came closer and closer to his neck and he was struggling to keep it up. But Ghost refused to give up. He gradually applied pressure on the ledge, not caring if the bits of glass was piercing through his fingers. With a loud scream, Ghost managed to push himself a good distance away.

**A/N: Warning, if you are prone to be queasy in the stomach from seeing gruesome scenes and some blood and gore, don't read this part. It should be over momentarily. **

With unexpected force coming from the ODST, he elbowed the Insurgent in the face right in the mask. There was a crack in the middle of the mask as he held his pain. Ghost grabbed him by the head and slammed his head on the window. The glass shard went through one of the eyeholes of the mask and went straight out the other side. He screamed in agony standing up and scratched at his face, mindlessly trying to rip the glass out.

Ghost hissed pulling the blade out of his side and looked at it. He saw his blood stained on it making his rage grow furiously. Without a moments hesitation, he gripped it firmly and stabbed it through the eye. And as if that wasn't enough, he reared his hand back and made it into a palm before smashing his hand against the handle causing the entire knife to go into the skull. The Insurgent became quiet save for the small whimper escaping his throat. He tilted backward against the ledge before sliding down to the ground with blood leaking down his face.

**A/N: And said scene is done. Continue to enjoy you non-lethal content.**

Ghost panted looking at the limp body before holding his side to cover the wound. He took a couple steps back towards a cubicle and slid down it himself. Holding his side, he had his head go limp onto his shoulder. "Take that... Motherfucker..."

He heard footsteps running across the floor before Ollie came in sight. "Riley! Bloody hell, that was intense! You alright?"

Ghost just nodded weakly and wheezed a breath. "I-I'm fine... Fuck... Hey, tap the side of my helmet..." Ollie nodded and did so tapping the left side. "Veronica... Mission... Accomplished..."

"Riley? You don't sound good. Is everything alright?"

"G-Get some... medics up here... WIA... Me..." Ghost managed to get out before fainting from the trauma and blood loss he sustained.

"Riley? Riley! Come in! Damn it! Someone get a medic in there! We have a wounded man inside!"

Ollie heard the commotion inside the helmet and removed it. He widened his eyes seeing some blood dripping down from Ghost's lips. "Shit." He removed his jacket wrapped it around his waist to cover the wound that he received. The Fox Faunus had no clue how to remove the armor from him, he decided to was better than nothing.

"You'll make it, my friend. Just hang in there," Ollie whispered to him.

As the last of his consciousness was drifting away, all what Ghost could hear was the heavy thuds of foots steps falling while chatter went off.

"...ounded? Whe... Shit..."

"... Abbed... ide... barely... reathing..."

"... Damn it... et him... pital!"

Ghost soon faded into oblivion as he let out a weak sigh. _"Fucking hell... Not again..."_

* * *

><p><strong>AN: Don't worry, this isn't the end of Ghost. He's still alive and kicking. I mean, he stood up when he survived a direct blast from a plasma blast. A few walls and a knife won't stop him. He's just gonna be injured... Probably with a major concussion. But he'll be fine.**

**Thank you guys for supporting this.**

**Props to those who get the reference on the window scene.**

**Oh, and I have a favor to ask, can you look up my friend lonewolfe13? He's got some pretty awesome stuff to read. And he has a new one of a DestinyxRWBY crossover and despite having only one chapter at the moment, it's pretty good. Show him some love like how you show me... Please?**

**Oh, and I have posted a poll for the story here and I'd like to know what you think.**

**And chiufan95, I never thought of that. Thanks for pointing out that Remnant beings are stronger than even 26th Century humans from Halo. Thanks for mentioning it. **

**Later people! Now I'm off to get my braces... Damn it.**


	7. Chapter 7: A Friendly Beer

Chapter 7

**A/N: Well, here's another chapter of Becoming Human for all of you guys. I know, some of you are probably wondering, "Oh, Mentor, you've been giving this story too much attention." Well yeah, I am. My updates also depend on what I want to update on and I really want to give this the attention in the spotlight for now.**

**Metro: A New Light is going nicely. I'm glad you guys gave it a warm welcome back into the archives. I have another chapter of it ready to post but holding it off until I will need to update after a good while.**

**SO, after a good amount of voting, you guys voted on our lovely ODST to be called by the name Riley. After all, he is on a somewhat clean slate at the time. Why not call him by his real name?**

**Hope you guys will enjoy this chapter. Not much is going on in this chapter. Just some slice of life and relaxation for our character here. Hey, soldiers need some relaxation once in awhile.**

**I know it seems like that Riley is rather switching quickly to a rather not his usual persona so early. He still retains his harsh attitude and such, but he's doing this so he won't outset the people he's staying with or the people around him. Think of it like undercover work. Besides, he does need to get used to getting out of his shell. **

**I don't own anything but my ideas.**

* * *

><p><strong>Location: Vale, Remnant<strong>

**Date: October 19th, 2551**

**Riley**

A groan elicited from Riley's lips with his left hand traveling to his right side. Rubbing gently there, he looked up at the bathroom mirror with an annoyed expression. "Motherfucker... Could've gone worse..."

It has been two weeks since Riley entered his coma. With all the trauma sustained and blood loss, it enticed his body to go into a state of shock to prevent anymore damage done to the state of being. But it wasn't anything out of the ordinary for Riley. You could say that he has been enough engagements with Covenant Forces to knock him unconscious after slaying a rather large amount each time.

Looking at the bandages wrapping around his torso, Riley continued to rub his injury where a dark red patch was located at. Doctors said that he shouldn't do anything extreme for at least a month and a half before he could return to do light duty.

But what surprised them was seeing that he was a soldier who didn't have his Aura unlocked. Yet seeing how he would survived his injuries was beyond them. But they just shrugged it off.

Eyes darkened as they gazed upon the upper body. A myriad of scars have left their mark on the pale skin of the ODST's toned body. Ranging from plasma wounds, lacerations, burns, Riley traced his fingers over a gunshot wound found on his lower right abdomen.

A knock on the door brought him out of his trance making Riley let out a soft sigh. "Yeah?" He answered to the door.

"Hey, I'm just heading out to the pub. I'm just wondering if you wanna tag along. And don't worry, the owner is Zack. No need for me to worry about being kicked out of the place," Ollie said through the wooden door.

A small laugh escaped Riley. Reaching for a grey shirt hanging on the towel racket, he put it on before opening the door. "Didn't the doc and your wife state that I can't leave the house for the time I can't do anything but recover?" He remarked to his friend before they shared a laugh together.

"Ah, Zoey shouldn't mind. It's just a drink. Think you can hold your own?" The Fox Faunus challenged with a grin.

"I think I can manage. You do owe me a drink," Riley replied walking out of the bathroom.

"I owe you more than a drink. You saved me an earful from my wife. I can't tell you, she's too protective of this entire family," Ollie whispered to his friend.

"What was that dear?" A familiar voice asked causing Ollie to stiffen up.

"N-Nothing dear... I meant to say... How loving you are?"

Zoey rolled her eyes before hugging her husband from behind. "Aww, no hard feelings."

Riley shook his head seeing this running a hand through his hair. "So, you don't mind then?'

"Of course not. Just don't get yourself into trouble. Remnant knows what you'll get yourself into," The Rabbit Faunus stated casting a serious glance at the ODST.

"Yes, Ma'am," Riley responded before holding his side again. "That bastard hits hard."

"Be glad you don't have a major concussion. I wouldn't be asking you to have come with me," Ollie told him before freeing himself from Zoey's grasp. Placing a quick kiss to her cheek, he zipped up his brown jacket and motioned the ODST to follow him.

"Look after him. Ollie sometimes gets himself into fights at the pub," Zoey whispered to Riley watching her husband walk out the front door.

"Scout's honor," He replied before following his friend out.

* * *

><p><em>On the road...<em>

Riley was seated in the passenger seat beside his friend as they drove down a rather busy street towards downtown. Looking outside the window, he soaked in the late night life that Vale had to offer. Shops closed for the night while other establishments opened up for the nocturnal populace of the city.

"Enjoying the view?" Ollie asked taking a right turn on an intersection.

"You bet."

"Ah, Vale looks beautiful at this time of year. Not much snow falls 'round here. Spring and summer are the most prominent seasons here. But you should know by now."

"Yeah... Right."

Riley was quickly learning about the world he was residing in now. While he had a basic understanding about Dust, Faunus and Huntsmen, he still had to learn about each kingdom with time. And Vale was his number one concern next to Atlas.

"Hope you got your appetite ready. Zack's place has much to offer to your gut."

"Oh, yeah. Just still kinda sore on my side."

"Don't worry about that. A couple beers and you won't be feeling a thing on that bloody wound of yours."

* * *

><p><em>Later...<em>

"So I split the bloody Beowolf's head in half with my trusty sword after wrestling it on the ground for what seemed like an eternity!" Ollie proclaimed and proceeded to chug down his pint down his throat.

Riley laughed hearing this taking a gulp from his own pint and set it down on the counter. "SO you were on a hunting mission for a month then?"

"I'll tell you this. That was one of the worst moments of my life. But if I never took that mission, I never would've met Zoey," Ollie added in at him.

The ODST shook his head in amusement before reaching over and took a large bite from his burger. Eyes widened in amazement from the juices the meat had with the crunch the grilled bun offered. "Man, I never had good food like this for awhile."

"Consider it on the house then. I wouldn't be here if you didn't save me," Zack told him while cleaning a glass. His wolf ears twitched from the loud laughter and boasts from the other patrons in his pub.

"Comfort food's my weakness," Riley confessed before taking another chomp.

"Despite being injured, you still have a ravenous hunger, Riley," Ollie stated taking another swig from his pint.

The three conversed and laughed together telling tales of their own experiences. Riley did have to switch out the Covenant out of his stories for regular people, but it was still interesting nonetheless for them.

The three were so deep in their own bubble that they didn't notice someone walking up behind them. Placing her hand on her hip, she blew away a stray strand of hair from her face."I see you boys are having a good time," Veronica said catching their attention.

"Veronica! What brings you here? You're usually asleep by then," Zack told her.

What was notable was that she was dressed in a pair of blue pants with teal blouse, which Ollie and Zack are used to seeing her in her police uniform.

"I wanted to talk to Riley. Seeing that you weren't at the Scarlatina's abode, Zoey told me that you two were at Zack's pub," Veronica answered them. "Hey, can you give me some bourbon?" She asked the Wolf Faunus taking a seat beside the ODST.

"Coming right up, Officer," Zack said jokingly making the Police Chief roll her eyes.

Riley looked at Veronica and cast a small glance for her eyes. Observing them for a few seconds, he turned around in his seat to face her. "Got somethin' for me?"

Veronica raised an eyebrow in slight bewilderment when he asked that question. "I didn't even ask."

"Your eyes said it all."

"You got me." Taking a piece of paper out of her pant's pocket, she handed it over to the ODST before hearing clinking beside her. Not bothering to take a look, she grabbed the shot glass filled with bourbon and downed it. "Got a call the other day. It's to come over to Atlas once you've recovered."

"From who?" Riley questioned as he took his own drink in hand taking a gulp. With the paper in the other hand, he unfolded it and skimmed through it. "Schnee Dust Company?"

"Silber Schnee himself talked to me. He's asking if you can be part of a major Dust shipment shipping through Forever Falls to Vale. Since the White Fang's bold actions to hostage situations to even an attack on the family itself, he's been looking for some tough muscle. I bet he caught wind of what happened with you."

Riley looked at the paper for awhile taking occasional sips in thought. "He wants me to protect his investments? Doesn't he have good enough security already?"

"The point is, he wants someone with military training for his security. Most of them were only from elite police units. He needs someone with said military experience to lead things from there." Veronica then stopped him before he could speak. "And, you'll get paid."

"I could use the money... Besides, I gotta pay back Zoey for her troubles... Fine... Let him know I'll help out."

"Good. It's wise not to disagree with Silber. The Schnee's have almost absolute say over on almost everything. Being the biggest Dust Company gives you that. Dust does make the world go round."

Riley nodded before he finished his pint and placed it on the counter. Zack absentmindedly refilled it as Veronica refilled her shot glass.

"Please, I've been through enough shit to be afraid of what a corporation will do to me."

"Whatever you say." She then grinned raised her glass up to him. "You have balls."

"Nope. Just witless courage," Riley replied grinning himself. He raised his pint and they toasted to each other. "Your health."

"Yours as well."

They both downed their drinks, with both the Police Chief and Wolf Faunus eyeing Riley in astonishment on how he could finish an entire pint without stopping for a breath. He returned to look himself placing the mug down on the counter. "What?"

* * *

><p><strong>AN: So, what will happen next? I am changing some things to fit within the story with the canon and my plot.**

**I got four teeth in total pulled out from the dentist. I was in pain and agony for the first few days. Getting my wires soon. And for the next two years, my teeth with straighten out. I never signed up for this!**

**Edit: 8-05-2015: Decided to change up the dates a bit.**


	8. Chapter 8: Firefight in the Ruins

Chapter 8

**A/N: Ah yes, another chapter of Becoming Human. Somehow, this has been catching a lot of the spotlight for me. I guess it's the inspiration I'm having for it at the moment. Well, anyway, I'm just glad I'm writing, not just playing games or complaining about my wires. **

**I hope you guys liked the previous chapter, Riley sure does have a thing for drinks. I mean, you'd be staring at someone if they could finish a pint in one go without breathing.**

**Enjoy!**

* * *

><p><strong>Location: Vale Expansion Bravo, Outskirts of Vale, Remnant<strong>

**Date: November 26st, 2551**

**Time: 2151 hours**

**Riley O'Neil**

* * *

><p>"... Yeah. Nothing but dust, decaying buildings, a Grimm or two passing by, and that damn gloomy sky. Seriously, is it always this cloudy outta Vale?" Riley muttered into his helmet's radio as he was situated in a garage of a half built tower looking out at the desolate streets of the crumbling expansion.<p>

"Hey, I ain't no weather woman. But yeah, I always find it strange that it's pretty cloudy there. Anything suspicious though?" Veronica replied back.

Riley walked away from the edge he stood on walking back to his makeshift camp he made above. Camp would be a bit too much to say the least. It was more of a nest to stay in since he was constantly moving withing said expansion to cover as much ground he can.

"Negative, nothing yet."

"How's your side? Is the wound any better?"

"Meh, I've been through worse. This is nothing."

"You fainted from blood loss."

"Nothing new to me."

"You're insane, you know that?"

"So I've been told."

The Police Chief sighed from her side. "Just be careful. There's a reason why not many people go there. Just remember that a patrol of the city contacted me to ask if this can be looked into."

"I know. Look for any signs of White Fang activity. I've been here for the last two days. This place is huge if you forgot."

"Well, you're the only person I know who is crazy enough to go there. Even my best men won't go out there to check things out. I- What? Oh fine. Riley, I gotta go. I have to be at a meeting."

Riley chuckled as he got up to his nest that had a better overlook of the expansion. "Hey, I ain't stopping ya. I'll report in in five hours. Should be enough time for your meeting to end."

"Take care, alright?"

"Yes, mom," Riley joked back causing Veronica to scold him before cutting the connection. Leaning back against a wall, the ODST slid down, still looking out. Removing his helmet, Riley placed it beside him. Letting out a deep sigh, he closed his eyes.

"_Some life I'm having here."_

It has been barely two weeks since Riley has done the job for Silber Schnee. With a good amount of pay, he has done his job down to the last letter. But he encountered someone on that train. A girl with a black bow on her head. He didn't question one bit.

Opening his eyes once again, he looked back onto the streets as he unholstered his M6S/SOCOM out removing the clip. Inspection of equipment was second nature to the ODST, no matter the given situation. Under fire, it would be a quick glance before engaging.

In the current situation, he had all the time in the world to inspect all equipment he possessed. Gazing at the clip carefully, Riley slid it back into the handgun and cocked it gently hearing the metallic click.

Roughly an hour has passed since the starting of the inspection of the equipment. Piecing together the M90 Shotgun, Riley took a look at the Soellkraff 8 Gauge Shell in his left hand. Turning it around, Riley chuckled a bit seeing the bold letters of UNSC. "Wonder how they're doing now? Covenant always underestimate us. I guess that gives us an advantage against them. They never expect us to strike fast and hard."

Spinning it around his digits, he hefted the shogun over his knee and inserted the shell into the chamber. Grabbing a handful of shells, he proceeded to do the same. Once the last shell in hand was chambered, Riley pumped it eagerly. This was his favorite weapon to use in close quarters after all. At point blank range, this beast of a shotgun with fifteen pellets a shell can tear through and Elite's armor and shield like it's butter.

Looking at up high, the ODST saw that the skies were darkening. Without another thought, Riley grabbed his helmet and popped over his head. Cracking his neck, he stood up slinging the shotgun onto his back.

Riley tilted his head slightly to the side for a moment before turning around drawing his handgun at the same time. "Night vision," He whispered softly. His optics flashed a pale yellow before reverting back to a green tinge on his VISR. Yellow highlights started lining out objects of the environment.

Slowly advancing forward, he made his way towards the lower ramp heading down to the lower levels of garage. Polarizing the VISR, he went down two floors of the garage before hearing a noise within an earshot. "Alright. Enough fucking around with me. Show yourself," He demanded to the empty air.

Both hands clenched in reflex on the M6S/SOCOM when red outlines started showing up along the VISR. Coming in the fading light of the sun from the shadows were two White Fang militia members with Dust Assault Rifles in hand. However, they didn't have an aggressive stance towards the ODST. Instead, they were relaxed, like they were at ease.

Nonetheless, Riley kept the handgun aimed at them, finger slowly placed on the trigger with a bit of pressure applied to it. "Alright, who wants to get capped first?" Riley growled at them.

Ears twitched in confusion hearing something unusual. The sound of heels clacking along the concrete floor. Peering forward, the ODST saw someone walking up towards him. "Or you could lower your weapon and listen. I have no intention of harming you... Yet." The voice clearly belonged to a woman. There was a hint of malice in the voice within those silky words.

Coming in view was a woman dressed in a red dress that ended just below her hips with the back of it elongating into an upside down triangular tail. A feathery accessory was on her right hip with a pair of high heels. Her hair was brushed over to the left side of her hair, the same color as Riley's armor. But the eyes stuck out the most, glowing orange-yellow eyes that have been seen prior to her stepping into the light.

"And who are you exactly?" Riley asked, ignoring the order of lowering his weapon.

"That's not important at the moment. And I won't ask for yours until I think it is necessary, Shadow Wraith."

_"There goes that name again," _Riley thought in amusement, the same name/insult given to ODSTs from the Elites. Riley gazed at her eyes behind the obscured VISR, trying to find out the woman's intentions. He grumbled silently when he couldn't find out anything. Bitting his lower lip, Riley reluctantly lowered the handgun, still holding it in the right hand. "So, what do you want then?"

"I'm giving you a simple offer," The woman began, sauntering over to the ODST, smiling in what Riley would describe as seductive.

"And that is?"

"I want you to join me in my endeavours. You are wasting your skills in service to those you deem good."

"Those services are my friends. They've been supporting me for a good while. And don't you dare thinking in harming them. I will personally rip you in half with my bare hands," Riley hissed back at the woman.

The two White Fang members aimed their rifles at the ODST only for the woman to wave at them to keep the two at ease. "They aren't involved with this. Only you. Join me, and you can help out the people of Remnant."

"And be terrorizing innocents? I'm a soldier, not a monster," Riley retorted to her. Taking in a silent deep breath, he brought up his arm and quickly shot at the two insurgents beside the woman in the head. They fell with two separate thuds on the ground before Riley aimed in between her eyes. "I'm not a murderer," He added.

The woman only shook her head at him and slowly pushed his gun away from her face. "So, this is your answer, hm? Very well. Then I guess I have no other choice but to see you eliminated."

Riley's eyes narrowed at the woman. He tried to move his aim back to her face but found himself on the ground feeling a rather hot sensation on his chest. His vision was blurred as Riley tried to et a fix on the woman. She was nowehre to be seen. He gritted his teeth before getting onto his knees holding the warm area of the upper right portion of the chest armor. "Damn it... Who was she?"

**Cue: One Final Effort- Halo 3 Soundtrack**

A funny feeling instilled itself within his gut before Riley threw himself onto the ground when he heard a sharp crack in the air. A bullet whizzed past him, just grazing the top of the helmet, leaving behind a small streak, but otherwise no damage at all.

Riley lifted his head up to see that he was being lit up on. Gunfire was sparking from other buildings across the street with booming cracks filling the air. Getting himself up, Riley stayed crouched as he ran towards a fallen pillar nearby. Grabbing his M7S Submachine Gun on the other side of his knapsack, he slid towards it and shook his head. "Most action I've gotten this month!"

Getting up from his cover, Riley began to fire back at the White Fang that engaged him. Bullets ricocheted off the concrete cover and his armor, some managing to dent it but not going all the way through, thanks to the some added armor thanks to his Wolf Faunus friend.

Looking at the upper right of his VISR, Riley took cover once his mag ran empty. Grabbing another clip, he shoved it back in and resumed firing, nailing a couple White Fang in the process.

"Come on! Just try and kill me! Just try it!" Riley shouted at them reaching for a grenade on his waist to lob at one of the enemy positions. His thumb instinctively pushed against the ignition, priming the frag. His eyes narrowed across the street seeing bright flashes in his night vision to the left. Riley gave it a quick spin in hand before tossing it over.

"Grenade-!"

The sound of a small explosion rung out, a good handful of screams along with it, music to the ODST's ears.

_"I can't run out there to escape. I'll just get mowed down in the crossfire. I don't have any contact with Veronica right now... Fuck it, I'll give it a try."_

Tapping hard on the side of his helmet, Riley slid down the fallen pillar as small chunks of it were being chipped away from the gunfire.

"This is Sergeant Riley O'Neil! I have encountered hostiles in Vale Expansion Bravo and have been engaged! I am currently pinned down and can't move from my position! I need immediate evac! I say again, I need immediate evac! White Fang are advancing onto my position! I need my ass outta here now!"

Lowering his hand back down to the the grip of the M7S, he leaned to the side and resumed firing once again. "I hope someone got that message. I ain't lasting long out here."

* * *

><p><em>Elsewhere...<em>

A holographic image of a woman was seated behind a desk, managing information through the communications tower she was uploaded to. "Nope... Nope... Nope..." She hummed happily to herself. She was one of the lucky ones to be given a bit of sentient thinking like any person on the planet. "Nothing... Nothing... Oh? What's this?"

The signal was currently weak from the incoming message she was receiving. "Hmmm, this is a restricted channel, but this somehow managed to break through, strange. Pinpointing incoming signal."

"Is something the matter, Evie? You seem to be off," A man asked the A.I walking up to her from a nearby elevator.

"Someone had managed to breached the restrictions on our channel, sir. I'm not sure how, but I am currently looking it up. Hang on..." Shock was visible on her face when she ran the message through. "It's a distress call, from Vale Expansion Bravo."

"Hm, this is interesting. Put it through."

"Very well, sir."

_**"This is Sergeant Riley O'Neil! I have encountered hostiles in Vale Expansion Bravo and have been engaged! I am currently pinned down and can't move from my position! I need immediate evac! I say again, I need immediate evac! ****White Fang are advancing onto my position!**** I need my ass outta here now!"**_

The man rubbed his chin in curiosity hearing this. "What would a soldier be doing outside of a kingdom?"

"Would you like the message to be played again, sir?" Evie asked him, concern plastering itself to her holographic face.

"No need, Evie. Right now, we need to help this soldier. The odds are against him."

"Send in the usual for extraction?"

"Indeed."

"Ms. Goodwitch won't be happy about this, you know. She is supposed to be asleep right now."

"Don't worry about her. I'll deal with her anger when she comes back."

"Very well. But don't say I warned you," Evie replied, a slight giggle escaping her lips.

* * *

><p><strong>Riley<strong>

_An hour later..._

Blood was leaking out of Riley's mouth when he coughed a bit, droplets of the crimson liquid splattering over the VISR. Blood gradually dripped out from the gunshot wounds he had sustained from the prolonged firefight. Had had been in worse firefights with the Covenant. Their plasma based weaponry had some pros over the multitude of cons. They cauterize the wound preventing any blood from spilling out, alongside with excruciating pain.

Riley had already lost count of how many White Fang he has taken down after being shot again in the abdomen for the fourth time. He was still standing despite the wounds he was sustaining. These wounds were nothing compared to losing large amounts of blood after his arm was blown off from that plasma grenade.

Ammo was running low from the continued fight. His ammo counter in the VISR only indicated he had at least five mags left for his M7S, seventeen shells for the M90, and eight clips for the M6C.

There was another lull in the gunfire, the tenth one over the last hour. Nodding, he slung his M90 back and unsheathed his knife. Moonlight reflected off the bloodstained blood, droplets dripping down from the tip.

A red outline appeared on the VISR with someone shouting. Ignoring his wounds, Riley rans towards the outline and brought his knife up, blocking a blow from a sword with the blunt side of his knife. He closed in the distance and headbutted the insurgent in the face before swiping the knife across the exposed flesh of the neck. A vain gasp came out of the insurgent's mouth before falling down to the ground, holding his neck in vain to stop the bleeding.

Footsteps behind. Reflex took over once again making the ODST spin around to face behind him to see another White Fang member close in, a sword in hand as the last one. The sword sped forward to penetrate through his chest. Riley brought his left arm up and deflected the blade away. Shouting, he ran forward and thrusted his knife towards the insurgent's face. His opponent tried to stop it with his hand, only for the knife to pierce through his hand and straight into his open mouth. Riley then shouted loudly, running towards a wall, slamming his body against the insurgent's and ripped his knife out to the side, blood spewing out, staining the wall.

He then screamed and fell down onto his back, holding his left leg. Searching up and down, he felt the familiar wet feeling of his blood coming out of his armor. "Fucking sniper..."

But he wasn't giving up just yet. Grabbing his M7S, he got up into a crouched position, right leg propped up, finger ready to pull the trigger to return fire.

That's when something unexpected happened for both parties.

Gunfire stopped from the White Fang and shouting was heard along with a loud "Fall back!" going out. That's when a Bullhead came into view of Riley's vision, it's spotlight shinning around before landing on him. His eyes narrowed on it, M7S aimed at it in a futile display of defiance, no body expression of giving up one bit.

The Bullhead hovered over to the edge of the, it's port side facing the ODST. The doors soon opened up with a ramp going down onto the concrete. "Is the area clear?" A woman's voice asked. Silence came along lasting for a few seconds behind she nodded. "Good. Port. Come with me."

Stepping off the Bullhead came a woman with one of her companions. She was wearing a black business skirt on with leggings and boots sharing the same color. A white suit with long sleeves that was slightly puffy near her wrists, a bit open showing of her chest. A cape was on her back with a purple inside and a black outside of it. Blonde hair rested a top her head, in a small twirled bun on the left side with green eyes behind a pair of glasses.

The man beside her was wearing a red suit with brown trousers and black dress shoes. Grey hair along with a grey moustache came along as well, stating he has been around for a long time. And for some reason, his eyebrows were covering his eyes, not showing the color.

Riley aimed his M7S at her, not willing to take any chances at the moment. "I-" He started coughing violently, more blood splattering over the VISR. "Identify yourselves..."

"Stand down, lad. You're in good hands. We're here to help," The man told him, with what looks like an axe resting on his back.

"Help..."

"Your distress call, what else?"

"I... I can-" Riley felt the built up exhaustion from the long firefight, causing his body to give out and collapsed on the ground face first.

The man gasped a bit and ran over to him. He removed the helmet off Riley's head and lifted him up, slinging an arm over his shoulder. The woman knew his eyes were widened behind his eyebrows. Riley's face was covered in his own blood, in a dark thick layer, dripping down his chin.

"Get him inside, now," The woman ordered. The man nodded at her and made sure the ODST was secure walking towards the Bullhead.

"Glynda, best to take his helmet. I have a hunch it may prove useful if the lad is to ever wake up."

"Fine. But I hope this wasn't in vain. He doesn't look in good condition." The woman, called Glynda, walked over to the helmet and picked it up. She grimaced seeing the inside of it but kept her composure. "I wonder if he will even wake up."

"Don't lose hope, Glynda. Something's telling me he will pull through."

"I just hope you're right."

* * *

><p><strong>That was a thing in and out of itself.<strong>

**You are wondering, why am I having Riley get injured, almost to the brink of death. Well, considering that his arm was blown off in his episode with more trauma that even most UNSC Marines have. So in technicality speaking, he has had worse, maybe even prior to said episode.**

**So, what will happen to him now?**

**As always, hopefully you'll leave a review and follow.**


	9. Chapter 9: AI's, Aura, and Shotguns

Chapter 9

**A/N: Hello, and welcome back to another chapter of Becoming Human. I am currently on a roll with this story and inspired to do more (thanks to the music of Destiny and Halo) so I'll keep pumping out as much as I can before going to another story.**

**And this year's RTX was amazing! And the RWBY panel was just astonishing to me. Vytal Tournament, here we come! I just want to be able to go to one someday.**

**Alright, hope you guys will enjoy this chapter. Summer for me is declining and I gotta do some school supplies shopping as well.**

* * *

><p><strong>Location: Beacon Academy, Vale, Remnant<strong>

**Date: December 17th, 2551**

**Time: 0754 hours**

**Riley O'Neil**

* * *

><p>Riley groaned in frustration with his hand over the abdomen. Once again he was injured in the field. But this was something that he was accustomed to since he was always getting punished out there while dishing back to an almost equal amount back to any hostile he encounters.<p>

His breath fogged over the window he was looking out, seeing the light snowfall coming down softly, blanketing the academy grounds in a light layer of white. "How long has it been since I've seen snow? Probably five years since... Osiris if I recall..."

He then started thinking to himself from the past events that have transpired since his arrival to the academy. And that talk he had with the Headmaster of Beacon six days ago has been stuck with him for awhile.

"I had a feeling he'll find out sooner or later... Heh, like Patrick... He always knew if I was hiding something..."

"Is something the matter, Riley? Are your wounds giving you stress?" A feminine voice asked from behind him.

The ODST shook his head in response. Turning around, he saw a blue holographic image of a girl in her late teenage years dressed in a leather jacket and shirt with a pair of pants. Her hair was tied in a small bun with a concerned look on her face.

"I'm felling fine, Heather. No need to worry about me," Riley replied back, his hand still on his abdomen trying to ease the pain.

Despite being an experimental A.I found within the suit parameters of the HRUNTING/YGGDRASIL Mark I Prototype Armor Defense System, the A.I, designated Heather, was functional and was on the same level of human thinking. She was one of the few rare A.I's to be given sentient thinking. She was still present with Riley after they had made feet first into Remnant, but her functions were limited since the ODST Battle Armor he wore didn't have the updates that all other armor was given.

Shaking her head, she waved her hand in a swift motion to the side with a life sized holographic model of the ODST beside her. Red started appearing on the image where it showed the injuries he had sustained the last time in the field. "You always surprise me, O'Neil. Normal troopers of your kind would be crippled for life."

"So you're calling me weird?" Riley joked with her chuckling.

Heather widened her eyes and shook her head. "N-No! I didn't mean it that! I was just assessing your-"

"Relax. Just pulling on your strings there," He quickly cut in.

She only gave him a small pout. "Boys," She muttered before turning around to look at a floating board with various colors and symbols on it. Reaching out, Heather started to type along the board before turning her head to look at her Bearer. "You've made your recording about the UNSC military and a bit about yourself yesterday. Shall I send this to Ozpin?"

Riley nodded at her as he reached for grey brownish shirt to wear for the day. "Go ahead. I didn't have much to say to him last week. I've just been cooped up in this room for far too long."

"It's just for the benefit of your health, sir."

"I guess. I've been through worse."

"I don't even want to look through your medical records of your military career to see what's been worse," Heather muttered back at the ODST.

He rolled his eyes before he walked the other way and swiped his hand across. A holographic screen popped up and he took a small look at it. "Make sure it's only given access to Ozpin. I don't want anyone else to be looking at this."

She only nodded at him as he put his shirt on and started making restrictions on the recording meant for the Headmaster.

It shocked him still to hear that he would be part of the academy's staff. Seeing how he was _interviewed _by the Headmaster, which he'd rather say a soft interrogation in his opinion, he was surprised to be greeted like a friend rather than a stranger. Riley may've gotten that same greeting from Zoey when he first met her months ago, but this was still shocking to him.

But what was pretty good was that his room was outfitted with some advanced tech from the Kingdom of Atlas, hence to why as Heather can project herself from some of the the holographic tables around. But some drawbacks were that it was a bit primitive for Riley as he was exposed to more advanced tech from back where he came from.

* * *

><p><em>"I'm no teacher. I'm a soldier. A man trained for war. Nonetheless an entire stranger to you, sir."<em>

_"Yet you've shown great promise to be a Hunter, Mr. O'Neil. Not many soldiers these days are willing to fight to the end."_

_"That's because I'm stubborn-"_

_"Which shows you have resilience. That's one of the many traits a Huntsman has. And you have that. Have you trained men before?'"_

_"Well, yes, I have back on my home planet... Drilled them in combat. Made sure they were disciplined to make the right choices in the battlefield... More importantly, stay alive."_

_"Well, I think I've made the right choice in keeping you here. Besides, Port persuaded me in considering you to stay."_

_"What? WHat are you saying, sir?"_

_"Welcome to Beacon Academy."_

* * *

><p>"That man doesn't make any sense," Riley mused quietly getting a pair of fingerless black gloves on while making sure his dark grey pants were secured on tightly. "Who just hires someone when you find them nearly dead from a firefight?"<p>

"He's just like your brother after he made you an ODST," Heather threw in for him.

"That was after me and my squad took out two Wraiths with only grenades and one rocket launcher on Osiris," Riley told her.

"Still, that's enough to join them."

"Yeah... That man is just like Pat..."

"Heh, you must've been pretty- Oh? Hmmm, oh right. You have your first class to teach today. At 9:30 A.M," Heather told the ODST blowing away a few stray strands of hair away from her face. "You wake up pretty early... 8 o'clock... You've been awake since 6."

"Habit of mine."

"Only limit that I gather from your injuries is that you can't participate in any extreme physical demonstrations until January."

Riley scoffed hearing that slinging his M90 Shotgun onto his back and his handgun around his right shin. "As I've told you, done worse."

"And as I've told you, not looking into your medical records." Heather then tilted her head when she got a notification. "Oh? From Prof. Ozpin, a message for you, Riley."

"Hmm, relay it to me."

"Kay then." Clearing her throat, Heather looked at the message and began to read. "Dear Mr. O'Neil, I'm terribly sorry for letting you know on a short notice. Before you head to your first class to teach, please make a quick visit by my office. You needed to rest, and by doing this rite in your condition a week ago would've made your condition even worse. Once again, sorry for such a short notice."

Riley sighed to himself and crossed his arms. "Well, if he wants me to, then I will." He stretched a bit and yawned. "Well, I'm gonna take a nap."

"You could've slept more earlier."

"I told you, habit of mine to rise early." Walking over to chair nearby the window, he sat down on it and pulled down on his black beanie over his eyes. "Wake me up ten after nine."

"What am I, your alarm clock?" Heather questioned with a small peeved expression.

"Kinda. You are my A.I," Riley replied back before he relaxed himself in the chair.

"Boys..." Heather whispered to herself before going back to her duties.

* * *

><p><em>An hour later...<em>

The ODST yawned loudly as he was now in the elevator heading up towards Ozpin's office. He grumbled to himself with a peeved expression of his own. "I told you to wake me ten after nine. Payback I suppose for annoying her I guess."

Sighing, Riley finally reached the floor he was to be going off of. When the doors opened, he was greeted by the familiar sound of cogs and gears clicking and turning. But he saw that Ozpin wasn't in. "What? No one's in." Walking inside, he looked around the room trying to find the Headmaster within. "Hello? Anyone in?"

"Ahem!"

In response, Riley spun around drawing his M6C from his holster aiming it at who it was, before his eyes widened. "Oh shit..."

Behind him was none other than the woman who extracted him from the expansion. And her face was glaring at the firearm in his grasp. "Put that down before someone gets hurt."

Riley nodded and holstered it, looking down in embarrassment. "Sorry about that... A reflex of mine..." He apologized to her cursing to himself. _"Good job. You just so to happened to aim your gun at a woman. The same one who saved you with those others."_

"Hm, I guess I can let that slide," Glynda replied back to him sighing.

"So what's the deal here? I was told to report to Ozpin's office. I was expecting to see him here."

"That idiot..." Glynda mumbled to herself. "He must've been in a hurry. Prof. Ozpin is a busy man after all." Walking over to the large window overlooking the entire academy and over the small bay separating the academy from the city of Vale. "What do you know of Aura and Semblance's, Mr. O'Neil?" She asked the ODST.

Riley was a bit confused when he asked her this but nodded. "Well, for one, I know it's some type of overshield to protect a person from physical trauma when I stayed with the Scarlatina's.. As for Semblance, nothing. That's all I pretty much know, Ms. Goodwitch."

"It's more than that, Mr. O'Neil," Glynda told him, gazing out the window down onto the academy grounds. "It is the manifestation of one's soul. It is a life force to every living thing in Remnant. But it is more powerful when one knows how to wield their Aura, to amplify and enhance their abilities." Turning around, she faced him, arms still crossed. "Huntsmen are masters of Aura, an art that sets them apart from those the populace."

She then sighed. "Sadly, some Huntsmen think they are invulnerable with their Aura. If they keep using their Aura, their reserves will eventually be depleted, only leaving their person with their courage and wit."

Closing her eyes, Glynda nodded to herself. "Now, a Semblance is the manifestation of a user's personal power, their special ability to utilize, into a more tangible force. It is the aspect of one's character. And each Semblance is unique to anyone."

Riley just laughed coldly at her which made her give him a confused looked with annoyance. "What seems to be humorous, Mr. O'Neil?"

With his own arms crossed, the ODST's eyes darkened glancing away from Glynda. "I don't have a soul."

"Nonsense, everyone has a soul-"

"You don't understand," Riley cut in, stopping her mid-sentence with doubt clouding his thoughts. He turned his back to her, teeth gritting behind his lips. Tears threatened to break through but Riley held them back. "I lack one... I lost too many men in the field... Yet I never even stopped to grieve for them... Not even one..."

Glynda was shocked to hear this from him. She was present when Ozpin was interviewing the ODST and hired him, surprises to both. She knew from Ozpin that he has led men before, but hearing this caused her to refrain her tongue. "Besides... A ghost can't have a soul-"

"You're talking nonsense, Mr. O'Neil. I sense your soul within you." Glynda had to admit when she sensed it, she was slightly disturbed. It was filled with sorrow, regret, anger, strife... Emptiness, and longing to belong. But it seemed to be a burden that seemed to weigh him down more than other people she knew. _"He even rivals Ozpin in that matter..."_

Clearing her throat, she caught his attention once again. "And for all of the rubbish I heard from you, you are not a ghost. You are alive."

_"Alive... Alive... Human... Sasha..." _Riley thought soberly.

What then surprised him and made him backstep is when he noticed that Glynda was rather close to him. "Whoa! What are you-?"

"The reason why you are here is so I can unlock your Aura, Mr. O'Neil. It takes training and willpower to unlock one's Aura and to develop it. But since you don't have it yet and are part of the academy now, Prof. Ozpin wouldn't want to see one of his staff to be injured or worse."

The ODST then blushed a light pink when she brought her hand up and placed it on the side of his head. He cursed to himself thanks to his shyness around women."Ummmm..." He managed to get out.

"Just relax. Close your eyes and focus," Glynda told him. "Can you do that?"

"O-Of course."

"Good. Now relax."

Nodding in agreement, Riley closed his eyes, evening his breathing to slow pace. Glynda nodded herself and closed her own eyes, her body starting to glow a faint purple.

_"For it is in passing that we achieve immortality. Through this, we become a paragon of virtue and glory to rise above all, infinite in distance and unbound by death," _She spoke mentally. As this happened, Riley's body started to glow, a ghostly white light covering his body.

Glynda then moved her hand away from his face before placing it on his chest. _"i __release your soul, and by my shoulder protect thee."_

Glynda's body stopped glowing as she finished her chanting and took in a couple breathes in. Frowning in response, Riley slowly opened his eyes to look at the Witch in front of him. "Ms. Goodwitch? Are you alright?"

She nodded at him, straightening her glasses. "I am fine." She let out a deep sigh nodding again. "Now, I used my Aura to unlock yours. But now it is up to you to develop it on your own, Mr. O'Neil, as well find out what your Semblance is."

Riley was going to say something before he felt his stomach after it felt rather funny down there. Widening eyes in amazement, he felt no pain residing on his abdomen. Looking at himself, he saw he was glowing for a moment before it faded away. Lifting his shirt up, he saw that the glow was still around, brightly around where the wounds are. "What the?"

"That's your Aura responding to your wounds. It is healing them," Glynda explained to him. She cleared her throat and motioned to the elevator. "Now, you may ask me more questions later. Right now, I'll take you to your first class."

"Alright. But while I'm here," Riley started. He then grabbed the bandages around his torso and ripped them off, dark red stains on them. Staring at his abdomen, his eyes widened more. "Won't you look at that. Like I never was shot there."

Glynda was blushing for two reasons. One was in embarrassment seeing that the ODST had no care that he was doing this in front of a woman without a second thought. Second was seeing his abs. They were toned and had their shares of scars. She mentally slapped herself and cursed. _"You're a grown woman, Glynda Goodwitch. No time to admire a man's muscles."_

"Please dispose of those," She told him walking towards the elevator.

* * *

><p><em>Sparring room 5...<em>

"I am here to evaluate your abilities and teaching. Make sure that you have a lesson in mind that will be effective," Glynda relayed to Riley as they closed in on the door.

"Hey, I can handle myself, Ms. Goodwitch. I've drilled countless marines before. And they all listened to my commands either way. But don't blame me if I have to break some students."

"Break?!"

"When I mean by that is that I have to break away at their stubbornness and replace that with discipline. My father always told me that you can't learn anything until you have discipline."

"Military terms are always a mystery to me," Glynda mused quietly. They were then in front of the doors going into the sparring room and she looked at him. "Are you ready?"

"Ready as I'll ever be." Placing his hands on the double doors, he pushed them open and his annoyance went up tenfold.

The room was already filled with students. But the chatter was loud and irritating. Some boys were already wrestling each other on the ground in display of their manliness to the girls. And some of them were just waiting.

"So, how are you going to grab their attention?" Glynda inquired.

Riley grinned at her and cracked his neck walking forward. "Easy." Slinging the M90 into his right hand, he grabbed it by the pump and cocked it from there before catching it by the trigger and aimed it upwards.

Glynda widened her eyes in realization and reached for him. "Mr. O'Neil-!"

_**BOOM!**_

The sound resonated around the room with loud echos. The chatter, horseplay and absence of mind where all caught. ALl the students looked over to Riley who had a rather mischievous grin on his face.

"Okay. Let's get started shall we?" He announced his first words to the students before pumping another shell in.

* * *

><p><strong>That was something, no? Next time, we shall see Riley teach his first class at Beacon.<strong>

**Hopefully you guys liked this chapter. I don't know why, but everytime I write, I get into large blocks that take me multiple sessions to complete one chapter. So as I say, sorry if it seems inconsistent. I try my best to edit my work.**

**Let me know if my writing is still good or it's slipping a bit. It'll really help.**

**Thanks you guys. Peace!**


	10. Chapter 10: Schooled in ol' CQC

Chapter 10

**A/N: Ah yes, boot camp- I mean combat class. Welcome to another addition to Becoming Human. Thank you guys giving this all the support for this. Never had this much support since Hidden Blades and Dust. Hopefully you guys will see to it till the end. Which I will say we won't be nearing for a long time I'll say.**

**And to those in the reviews, I'm glad you guys thought up of other ways on how our fellow ODST would say instead of what I wrote. Now just imagine him detonating a grenade instead.**

**Well, let's get started on breaking- I mean teaching.**

**As this is posted, this is my final week of summer before back to school... No...**

**As usual, nothing here is mine except for my plot, twists and turns.**

* * *

><p>Glynda was beyond shocked from what she witnessed with her very eyes. This man, this soldier that Ozpin has recruited into the staff out of good faith and judgement, fired his shotgun straight into the air. As far as she was concerned, she was worried that the glass overheard would've broken. Thankfully the pellets lost most of their velocity with only just a few bursting through without breaking it.<p>

All she had was one thought in mind.

"_What the hell is that idiot doing?!"_

Meanwhile, Riley observed the students as they continued to look at him. Shaking his head, he slung the M90 onto his back and walked forward. "I guess you gave them quite a shock," A voice giggled in his ear.

"What else do you think, Heather? Even battle hardened UNSC Marines still freak out in the mess when the quartermaster fires his magnum to cut in line," Riley stated to her. To the students, they thought he was talking to himself, thinking that he was some crazy person.

Looking around a little more, he saw a familiar pair of rabbit ears making a mental smile form within. _"So she's here, huh?" _Walking further down with his hands now placed behind, he observed each student. Their face, hair, and eyes. The eyes said everything to him. Most were just filled with confusion and a slight hint of fear. Others stayed composed, which included the Faunus he just saw.

But there was one student that have already pulled on his strings as one of those whose posture just screamed _"Hey, I don't give a shit about you!"_

Stopping after a moment as he was on the edge of the sparring ring, he spun around a 180 degrees and faced them. The previous grin on his expression was now replaced by narrow eyes that seemed to pierce through their very souls.

That's when Riley did the second most shocking thing today in front of his class and the Huntress.

"**ALRIGHT YOU LITTLE BASTARDS! I WANT YOU TO STAND SIDE BY SIDE AT ATTENTION RIGHT NOW!" **He yelled on the top of his lungs, the voice echoing off the walls. Once again, the student body before the ODST was startled from this very sudden order given to them. Riley gritted his teeth behind his mouth. "Fine..."

The following moment came as three gunshots rang out making them recoil, save for a few. Those startled looked at him to see Riley holding his M6C in his right hand aimed up at the ceiling. It was smoking from the barrel with three bullet casings laying on the floor. "I'll say this again..." He began holstering it. **"STAND AT ATTENTION RIGHT NOW!"**

This time he got a response.

In a rapid response, the students stood side by side each other and stood at attention, just as his orders dictated. They stood tall and straight, not risking to incur his wrath once again.

Riley placed his arms behind him and walked down to one end of the line up, just three feet away from them. "Listen up! My name is Riley O'Neil, your new drill instructor!" The ODST began walking down slowly. "But you will refer to me as sir! Is that understood?"

"Y-yes, sir..." Many mumbled to him.

Stopping once again, he growled softly. "**IS THAT CLEAR?!" **Riley shouted at them.

"Yes, sir!" They shouted this time.

The ODST started walking again glancing at them. It has been a long time since he has drilled men under his command back on Reach and on the UNSC Pathfinder. But this was coming all back to him as easy as blowing a Brute's head off with his M90. Sighing, he turned to face the students shaking his head. "At ease everyone," Riley announced to them. "You can stop standing at attention."

They all sighed in relief at this order and they all relaxed themselves. "Now, my job is to make sure that I make sure you people stay alive in the field with some extra training. And it's your job to learn this skills and make sure to stay alive out there. So-" The ODST stopped talking when he saw one of the students roll his eyes. "You," He said pointing at him.

The teen pointed at himself in bewilderment and shock. "W-What? Me?"

"Yes you. What's your name, son?" Riley questioned.

"U-Uh... M-Mark Lancaster..."

Down on the ground and give me twenty, Lancaster," Riley ordered to him pointing on the ground.

"What?!" Both Mark and Glynda exclaimed hearing this.

"N-No! No way am I doing that!" Mark protested shaking his head.

"You're not doing anything else, Lancaster, until you do those push ups now," Riley ordered in a dangerous tone. Behind his voice was filled with a sense of authority and the sense he might order something far worse then his previous command. Obeying them, Mark got on the ground and began his twenty.

Crossing his arms, Riley scoffed loudly bearing his teeth. "Now that's outta the way." Clearing his throat, he nodded looking at them. "As I was saying, my job is to make sure you guys are able to stay alive out in the field and fight efficiently against people and Faunus. Wouldn't want an civil unrest to turn into an open insurrection and have you guys not having the backbone to snuff it out, would we?" He questioned them suddenly, eyes darting to each one of them.

"No, sir," They replied back together as Mark finished up the last push up assigned to him.

Riley nodded and looked at the teen on the ground. "Get up, son. No need for you to lay low in the dirt."

Mark panted slightly from the push ups, slowly standing up with a grunt. "T-Thank you, sir."

"But first," Riley began, unholstering his M6C Handgun and slung the M90 Shotgun into the other hand. "You have to get rid of these," He finished, dropping his firearms. They collided with the ground with loud clanks and laid still before being kicked away from the ODST. "We starting this from the ground up."

Glynda's eyes widened again and irritation appeared on her face. She strode over to the ODST and stood in front of him. "Mr. O'Neil, may I ask why you're disarming them? All Huntsmen and Huntresses have weapons to use at their disposal-"

"But that means nothing. When disarmed, your mind goes into overtime, Ms. Goodwitch. And when it goes into overtime, it teaches you to make decisions. And it's up to you on how to make those decisions and go with them."

"But-"

"I've been in that situation many times, Ms. Goodwitch. With only adrenaline and my fists to get me through it," Riley retorted back to her. "And sometimes, pure insane luck. If Ozpin trusts me, give me a chance. I've drilled countless marines and they have survived much longer then most marines."

The Huntress could only eye him. If looks could kill, her's took the top place in killing a mere man in a matter of seconds. But Riley stared back right at her, his eyes burning holes as well into her head. "Fine. But I'm watching you."

Riley snorted silently at her before walking past her pointing at the ground. "Weapons. Now," He ordered to them. The class nodded at him before they gently placed their weapons down and stood up, all except one who look from behind her shades. Riley growled at this and took two paces towards her, just standing a few inches away. He was noticeably taller by comparison, but she was taller than other students than the large one wearing green armor and a bronze colored sword on his back just with her heels. "Drop the bag, lass."

She scoffed at him. "Nah, too lazy, sir," She replied, the last word sounding rather sour with a grin.

Riley's eyes narrowed at her before hearing static in his right ear piece with a familiar female voice coming right after.

_**"Hey, don't be alarmed, it's your trusty A.I, Heather."**_

_"Not even close, Heather. I've experienced stuff like you back on Reach and Osiris. But what's with this girl?" _Riley replied back mentally. Thanks to some UNSC tech that was found within his ODST BDU, Heather was able to duplicate with the right materials an ear piece for him. And it allowed a mental link to him without any implants or augmentations.

**_"Lemme see... Where is her dossier... Ah here. Her name's Coco Adel. Leader of Team CVFY. That Velvet girl is part of that team if you want to know... Oh, apparently from previous combat instructors reports, she's a rather rough patch. She barely listens to instructions. But from other teachers, they say she's an effective leader. Other than that, it's just all grey area matter. That and that designers bag is a chain gun all warped up in there. Don't ask me how."_**

_"Huh, so she's one of those people then? I can work around that."_

**_"Judging from what I have for estimates, if you start now, you can leave a real big impact on her after six months of training. Five if you can push her far enough without breaking her too much."_**

_"Thanks. Heather, give me everyone's dossiers. I'll be reading them over after this class. Oh, do you have some UNSC Simulations integrated with the system of the sparring room?"_

_**"Will do. And not quite yet. Evie thinks I'm just some pesky A.I that'll ruin her system. But she is giving me some control. She's the mastermind behind it though. Gimme at least ten minutes. Maybe you can rough Adel up quite a bit before then, huh?"**  
><em>

_"I'll just knock some sense into her. You can see what Glynda can do after you read her dossier."_

**_"Quite a lot about her. Hopefully Evie won't mind if I had a couple intrusions into the system. She's a rather outdated A.I by UNSC standards, but functions almost as well as I do. I just happen to know some exposed spots."_**

_"Don't get in trouble."_

_**"Look who's saying that."**  
><em>

The mental link soon disconnected before he took in a deep breathe. "So, you're not dropping your bag?" All what he got back was the same grin Coco gave to him making the ODST's head shake. "Alright." He raised his arms up and removed her shades. He took a step back when Coco tried to reach for her shades with the hand holding them behind his back. "Then I'll be taking these then."

"Hey! You can't do that! Those are mine!" She exclaimed trying to reach for them.

He narrowed his eyes and shook his head. "Scarlatina?" He called out.

The Rabbit Faunus walked towards the ODST hesitantly. This wasn't the same man she saw back at her home. He was rather quiet back there. Here, he was the complete opposite. "Y-Yes, sir?"

"Hold these for now. Adel, if you want them back, you have to beat me in a fight. Just you and me."

"I'll gladly-"

"But... Without your bag, Adel. Only your wits and fists. And before you can respond, no, I won't even give them back before then. Beat me in a fair fight. Only, and only then, will I return these to you," Riley told her, turning around walking towards the ring. "I don't have all day, Adel."

Coco gritted her teeth walking forward to the ring her self, her brown eyes glaring at her instructor. She was going to get back her shades. She was going to pummel him down into the dirt. If only she knew what she was getting herself into.

Dropping her designer's bag at the edge of the ring, she stepped inside. "Oh, I almost forgot," Riley started before drawing his knife and dropped it. It stabbed itself into the ground and stood up from it's position. "Forgot I had that." Riley cracked his knuckles before assuming a fighting stance. His fists were raised up near his chest and his stance tilted. "I'm waiting, Adel. Hit me with your best shot."

_"Heather, do you copy?"_

**_"I copy. What do you need? I'm kinda busy at the moment. Evie is currently looking over the simulations for the students."_**

_"Help me out for now. Assessments, readings, anything for this small little match."_

_**"Told you you would get in trouble."**  
><em>

_"Not in trouble yet, Heather. Just provide me tactical assistance and I'll do the rest."_

_**"Even for an ODST... You know? You would've made a good SPARTAN-II... Maybe even a SPARTAN-III... Nevermind, I'll provide the support. But it'll be quite rough from time to time."**  
><em>

_"Just do what you can. And Heather? Don't fry my brain."_

**_"Please, I know a multitude of ways to fry a persons brain. But I don't even have the thought of frying yours, Riley."_**

_"Standby."_

Coco clenched her own fists and ran towards Riley, intending to throw a punch right for his face. She reared her fist back ready to strike at him. Throwing her fist forward, it went for the ODST'S face. Riley brought his right hand up and deflected the punch for his face before headbutting her face. Coco yelped from this and stumbled back holding her nose from the sudden counter.

Many students of the class were wide eyed when they saw their instructor do this. He managed to counter Coco with ease, And she was a force to reckon with.

"Sloppy, Adel. Sloppy. Even a new recruit can be able to land a hit without fail," Riley taunted purposely. A flicked of his index finger towards him added to the already tense atmosphere.

Coco growled getting ready to strike again. "Fuck you!" She shouted running for him again. Getting her fists ready, Coco started throwing punch after punch at Riley. But with each punch, he would either dodge or deflect them with ease.

_**"Incoming right!"**_

_"I see it!"_

Riley stepped to the left side avoiding the punch from her and swiped his leg at her right leg. Coco was caught off guard by this and quickly lost balance falling forward. "And you call yourself a warrior? Get up. I know you're not done yet."

"You're right about that!" Coco shouted springing right up. Surprising the ODST, she hurled herself into the air and came diving back right down for him with a fist ready to strike.

**"Move!"**

_"I know!"_

Crouching in place, Riley leapt forward into a dive roll as Coco landed on the ground. He heard loud shattering behind him as he got back into a kneeled position with a hand on the ground. "What the?" Before him was Coco who was in a small crater with a small radius around her cracked and shattered.

_"Heather?"_

**_"If you can recall right now, Aura augments a persons strength!"_**

Coco was already on Riley already starting another flurry of punches at him trying to break through his defence. The ODST narrowed his eyes before he caught one of her fists and twirled around it before he stopped at her back. Keeping a tight hold on her arm, he pinned it on her back with his other arm holding onto her left arm. "Embarrassing, Adel."

"Let go of me!" Coco demanded as she struggled to breakaway from his grip.

"As you wish." He suddenly let go of her making her stumble forward almost making the Fashionista fall flat on her face again.

"Now give me back my shades," Coco demanded at him.

Riley sighed shaking his head at her. "Adel, you haven't earned even a slightest bit of my respect. Your shades will be staying with me until you earn it."

"But that's bullshit!"

Riley sighed again. "Scarlatina."

"Y-Yes, sir?"

"The shades please."

Velvet nodded and walked over before handing him the shades. Riley placed them on the collar of his shirt and took a deep breathe. "As you people can see, even Ms. Adel here has no formal training in hand to hand combat. I know some of you are, but most of you aren't familiar with CQC. Until all of you are acquainted in this field, you will not be using weapons of any in my class. No guns, no blades, no nothing. ONly your head and your fists. Am I understood?"

"Yes, sir."

He then eyed Coco who was glaring at him with him glaring right back. "Understood?" Riley uttered at her.

She scoffed looking away. "Understood, sir..."

Riley nodded before holding onto his abdomen with a hiss. Glynda noticed this and walked over to him. "Mr. O'Neil? Are you okay?"

"I'm... I'm fine, Ms. Goodwitch... Crap... My gut still feels funny..."

"Must be an after effect of your Aura being unlocked. You will still feel sore from time to time. The effects of it differer from person to person on how long it lasts. I suggest you should end your class and recover. Your Aura will numb it."

"Yeah... Alright. I suppose... Damn it... I suppose you're right..." Standing as straight as he could, Riley looked at the class and nodded. "Alright... Class dismissed..."

Glynda walked towards the class motioning for them to stay put while Riley left the room after grabbing his firearms from the floor along with his knife. As soon as he left the room, Glynda cleared her throat to catch their attention."Now that you have seen your new instructor in action, I prefer you give him the respect he deserves. I know you may think that his methods are... Unfair, Prof. Ozpin has deemed him fit to teach you the skills needed to keep the peace should the need arise. It is better to be prepared and ready then the latter. Now hurry off to your next class."

All the students muttered to themselves as they left the room with a grumbling Coco with her arms crossed after they grabbed their respective weapons. The Huntress pinched the bridge of her nose with calm deep breathes. "Okay, Glynda. This was just his first class. His methods maybe questionable... But I can't deny that he is right. They need to know how to quell civil unrest, and if needed, to end it." She shook her own head and began to walk out herself. "I should see Ozpin about this. Maybe he could shed some more light on this."

* * *

><p><strong>AN: Well that was something. I guess you never should underestimate an ODST who is instructing. Then again, next to the SPARTANs, they are the best of what the UNSC can offer.**

**Hopefully you guys enjoyed this chapter. It took way longer than I wanted to complete it.**

**And guys, do me a solid and look at lonewolfe13. He has some great stories himself and is the one that collaborates with me and likewise. Show him the love.**

**Peace.**


	11. Chapter 11: Lest we Forget

Chapter 11

**A/N: I live!**

**And wow! That beginning to Volume 3 was amazing! C'mon, you guys can't deny that, huh? Well anyways, welcome to another chapter of Becoming Human. **

**Last time we left off, Riley had just schooled Coco in hand to hand combat in which needs to be practiced more often. But now, let us step away from that for the moment being as we now bring ourselves to honor those who have fallen in defence of us.**

**A.K.A, Remembrance Day. And it is pretty important to me since my great-great grandfather fought in the Second World War.**

**And you may see familiar words to a certain trailer. Just fixed it up to fit the current timeline in the Haloverse.**

**Hope you guys didn't mind my ranting. Onwards to the story.**

* * *

><p>Riley pinched the bridge of his nose lightly as he was in the elevator that would whisk him up to the Headmaster's office. Letting go of the nose, his hand casually slipped back into his pocket of his pants. "Some ride I've been on," He mused quietly. "Never thought I'd be teaching kids how to fight against other people, or humanoid since some are Faunus."<p>

It has been a week since Riley had begun teaching his own combat/strategy class. While Glynda did teach a combat class, it was mostly in a tournament style from what the ODST has witnessed himself. His way of teaching was to give knowledge to the students on how to fight against other things than Grimm. And giving them strategies to consult in for basics before he would teach them to trust their guts. Being a Marine in the UNSC was that you'd have to be trained quickly to fight in the Human-Covenant War to protect humanity.

He was deep in thought that he didn't notice the small ring of the floor that he punched in to exit off of. "Yes, Mr. O'Neil? What is it?" Ozpin asked from his desk causing Riley to jerk from his thinking state.

Shaking his head, the ODST walked into the office with a deep sigh. Riley reached the desk and gave Ozpin a quick salute despite being told that it's okay not to salute. To him, it was a formal way to acknowledge his superior. "Ozpin, sir."

"Is there something wrong, Mr. O'Neil?" Ozpin asked him.

Riley held his breath for a couple seconds before nodding. "You... Have seen the video I gave you on Monday?" He answered the Headmaster.

"Why yes. I can see that it seems pretty important for you."

"I'm... I'm just wondering if I could be given absence with your permission just for today. It's that occasion you've seen."

Ozpin raised an eyebrow taking a small sip from his mug. "Today?"

"Yes, sir. Today. May I have the permission? I never missed one day... It's for him, ya know?"

"Well..."

* * *

><p><em>A few minutes later...<em>

"You want me to teach his class?! But he's the one that teaches it! Why is he given the day off today?!" Glynda shouted at her friend with her hands slamming down on the desk, not quite being her usual professional self in front of him.

Ozpin nodded remaining calm as he closed his eyes. "Glynda, he asked me directly early today if he could. Today is something important for him. I decided to be lenient and allowed him to have today off."

The Huntress merely squeezed her eyes shut and growled softly. "Ozpin, what could be so important to him?"

"Glynda, you know today is the seventy-eighth anniversary since the way in Remnant has ended? Mr. O'Neil has something similar to that. Have you even been watching the video documents he has been giving to me his time here?"

Glynda shook her head slowly making Ozpin shake his head sighing. "No, I have not. I have been busy making sure that _he _doesn't get himself killed. He's reckless. He keeps pushing students far beyond their limits. And it's only been a week. A _week._"

The Headmaster placed his hands in front of his mouth nodding. "Evie? Upload file 5982 onto main screen of my office. And please, close the shutters while you're at that."

"Yes, sir, Prof. Ozpin, on it," The Academy's A.I replied back doing everything asked to her at once.

The shutters of the office slowly rolled down as the window behind Ozpin roared to life with light flashing on. Glynda was utterly confused why her colleague was doing this. "Ozpin, what are you-"

"Look at the screen and pay attention."

The room was soon dark with the illumination of the lit up window and dimmed lights from above shining. The window soon started playing a video. "Ozpin, is this one of the videos he has sent you?"

"Glynda, please just watch. You'll understand soon enough."

The first thing that Glynda saw was a man somewhere in his early fifties dressed in a black military uniform, somewhat similar to General Ironwood, but was white instead. He wore an officer's hat with a laurel wreath and a small circle inside it in a silver finish. The video was at an angle where it showed that he was standing behind a podium with a path going that lead to a doorway going who knows where. She also managed to see some other people, men and women dressed similarly to the man at the podium standing at ease. Behind him was a holographic screen with names showing up which seemed to be a mystery to her at the time. All she saw were names appearing on the screen only to stay for a few seconds before fading away for another name to take it's place.

And something she saw surprised her. Beside the podium and the man was someone she knew too well. That someone happened to be the one she was babysitting for a week. Just like him, he wore a black dress uniform, but bore a different symbol on the left. Unlike the others who had an insignia with what looked liked to be an eagle stretching it's wings upwards to take flight with the words UNSC in the center, underneath his shoulder was an insignia with a burning skull in sliver.

She then saw Riley step forward looking at the people before him. "Steady up," He ordered in a firm voice. What she could see was some of the people coming to a somewhat steadied stance with their hands behind their backs and feet shoulder width apart. "Attention." All at once, they put their feet together and had their arms snap to the sides, their thumbs on the seams of their pants. Riley then did a right turn and soon commanded, "To the front, salute!" Everyone brought their right hands up and saluted the man at the podium before he saluted back. After a few seconds, they lowered their arms and Riley did a left turn to face the front once again.

The man took a deep breath and nodded placing his hands on the edges of the podium. "In war, the first thing lost is time," The man began to speak, his voice echoing out through the room. "The hours become days. The days years... And the years turn into decades... Some of us here can't remember a time before the Covenant. Some of us have been around when the Insurrection was active. Hundreds of thousands of lives have been lost when we've been fighting each other. And that only went into the millions once we've encountered the Covenant."

The Huntress was a slightly shocked hearing this. "Ozpin, they were at war with themselves before this Covenant came along?"

Ozpin merely nodded at her watching the video closely. "Indeed. Mr. O'Neil has told me that some planets of the UNSC wanted independence. Sadly, the main government didn't allow it. Lines were soon drawn and it began." Glynda remained silent returning her attention back to the video.

"War is all we know. And in our ongoing conflict, we lost more than our sense of time. We've lost loved ones, planets, and entire civilizations. To think there was a time of peace is almost unimaginable."

Glynda was shocked to hear this. Entire planets lost? Civilizations wiped out? While Remnant was under constant threat of the Grimm, there were the Huntsmen that protected and made sure the remaining kingdoms stood active. And what was this Covenant she heard from the man.

"But we are courageous. We fought back. In our battle for humanity, we've lost so much. But we have been given heroes. Heroes that continue to rise up. Heroes that fall in the line of duty. Heroes who fought tirelessly to defend us. At Osiris, on Jovan, and current battles across Harvest. Brave soldiers who fell against the Covenant, and continue to do so now! They didn't fight for glory. But nonetheless, it's all there to see." The man looked behind him to look at the holographic screen that continued to show names.

Glynda held her breath. Over the course of the video, she noticed that names kept showing up ever since it started. She was breathless seeing at the number of names that appeared. One after another.

"War may take from us. But it gives us heroes. Their bodies may be buried. They may be killed in action. But their legends, their stories, and most importantly, their courage live on. And heroes never die."

The man then did a left turn to face the ODST that soon did a right turn to face him. The camera soon changed angles and was now in front of the podium zooming in on the two. The man nodded and saluted him making Riley salute back at him. "I'm sorry..." He managed to say before the video ended.

The window soon went blank before the light was extinguished. The shutters rose back up letting the sunlight back in.

The Huntress stood there in shock as she slowly rubbed her arms in embarrassment. Ozpin nodded at his friend with a soft smile. "Do you understand now, Glynda? It's an important day to him. And to all of us, it's important since the war ended."

"I..." Glynda swallowed a lump in her throat and nodded in return. "I understand, Ozpin."

* * *

><p>Riley was in his room sitting at his desk. He was seated on his chair leaning forward with his hands cupped bellow his chin. In their grasp was a pair of dog-tags dangling. They had dirt and grime on them from all the action they've seen. Scratches were prevalent on them but they still showed the names despite their state. He never told anyone yet on Remnant that he always carried these dog-tags in his pocket as they were some of the last few mementos he has left of them.<p>

"Riley? You alright? Haven't seen you like this since we made feet first into Remnant," Heather asked the ODST, appearing before him in her usual small figure standing on the table.

"I'm fine, Heather. Just... Just taking a break from teaching for today... Just for today..." Riley uttered back to his A.I closing his eyes in deep thought once again.

"_How long has it been since Hood gave me that medal? The same medal on the same day it happened... Rather not wanting to remember..."_

"Is this about your day? I did read your track record... I'm sorry," Heather told him with her voice becoming rather quiet not wanting to intrude more.

Riley smirked lightly and nodded. "Thanks... I'm glad you understand, Heather. That means a lot to me, even if you're an A.I."

Heather beamed at the praise from him. "No probs, Riley. Just looking out for my host." She then tilted her head before looking at his Scroll. "Hmm, interesting."

Riley titled his head back at her before placing the dog-tags on the desk. "What's going on?"

"Ummm... How do I tell you this? Yeah... Goodwitch wants to see you out in the front. By the monument," Heather squeaked back softly.

The ODST groaned placing his hands on his face. "You gotta be kidding me. The day where I need to rest for now and I have to meet up with her? That's exactly why I hate the brass at times," He muttered before standing up. "What does she want from me, Heather? It better be good."

"Hmmm, she says that she needs to talk to you regarding about a certain event today. Says nothing about what she wants to talk to you about, just wants you to meet her."

"Is it at least warm outside for me to wear the cardigan?"

"Should be. Warmer winds just came in," The A.I told him doing some double checking to be sure. "Yup, totally warmer."

* * *

><p><strong>Cue: Unforgotten- Halo Legends Soundtrack<strong>

Riley sighed in frustration as he pulled up the collar of his white cardigan up more. Heather was right when it was warmer outside, even with the sun shining brightly. He was just annoyed since he was told to meet up with Glynda. "Let's just get this over with," He mumbled quietly. Fixing the black beanie on his head to feel comfortable, he ventured outside.

Walking out the front entrance of the academy, he felt the sun land on his face while the soft crunch of the lightly snow covered ground came to his ears with each footfall. The ODST wasn't the only one outside. Some students were strolling about since it was lunchtime for the student body.

Riley strode towards the monument with his hands snaking into the pockets of the cardigan. Looking around, his eyes soon landed on the very person he was to meet up with. Despite the light snowfall and the slightly cold weather outside, Glynda was still wearing her usual attire with only a thin grey jacket over the dress shirt. "Miss Goodwitch?" He called out to her coming closer.

The Huntress turned around to look at him and nodded. "Afternoon, Mr. O'Neil. I trust you are doing well?" She greeted back to him before returning her gaze back to the monument before her.

The ODST just groaned softly stopping beside her. "I'm fine. Just fine." He then followed her example and turned to look at the statue. His arms crossed before his chest and then shook his head. "So, why are we out here? Could've met inside where it's warm."

"Well, thought we would meet out here in front of the memorial for the occasion." Glynda soon sighed herself and looked at him. "Do you know what today is, Mr. O'Neil? Remnant wise?"

Riley simply shrugged in response taking a closer observation of the figures. "No clue. Sorry if I don't really know."

Glynda nodded back at him. "Well, it is quite similar to what you're honoring. I've seen the video you've given to Prof. Ozpin. And to say... I understand why you took the day off today."

"Finally warming up to me, huh, Goodwitch?" Riley teased back with a grin forming on the corners of his lips.

"Don't just assume I'll let you off the hook every time you run off for something. But, just this once. And to answer your confusion about today, today marks the beginning of the end of the war in Remnant."

Riley widened his eyes at what was told to him. "Remnant had a war? Well, then again, as long as mankind had emotions, one man will fight another."

"It's been almost eighty years since it's ended you know."

"Eighty?"

"Indeed. It's been quite a long time. But it still has it's after shocks. The hate for Faunus grew more rather instead of decreasing it. When the war ended, they erected this monument here where peace was made. To commemorate those who have fallen in the war and what Huntsmenship truly means." Glynda was expecting for Riley to respond back but he didn't say anything in return yet. "Mr. O'Neil? Mr. O'Neil?"

Turning around to take a look, The Huntress saw that he was standing at ease, head lowered, and eyes closed. Sensing that she shouldn't say anything else, she waited with a soft sigh.

An entire minute has passed by as Glynda thought to herself that she didn't notice that Riley resumed his relaxed stance looking at her. "Goodwitch?" He said to her breaking the silence.

Glynda shook her head and looked at him as both sported quizzed looks on their faces. "Oh, forgive me. I just went blank for a moment. Um, would you mind telling me what you were doing?" She asked quickly recovering.

"A moment of silence. Basically, you give your respects to those who have fallen in the defence of others. I know because I wouldn't be around if my old man didn't join the UNSC. Doing so made him meet with my mom. He was a Marine before progressing up to being a commander of his own ship. He made sure our home colony was safe. Last I've heard of it that it is doing well."

"Pardon, but what was your home colony?"

"I can't say what the name of my home planet is because of protocol... But maybe I could make the exception... Reach. Just a jump away from somewhere really important to all of the UNSC. And that's all I'll be saying because of other protocols. Sorry."

Both were silent for a moment. "Well, I hope you have the rest of the day to yourself in peace. Mr. O'Neil."

"Um... Thanks I suppose?" Riley replied back feeling a bit awkward of the current situation.

Before they could part ways, they heard snickering nearby and looked to see the disturbance. What they saw was a few students at the monument. It wouldn't been that bad, except they were taking pictures of it with goofy faces and making rather rude hand gestures, pretending to pick one of the statues noses.

Glynda was about to have a word with them before seeing the ODST was already doing that. "Great, is he going to punish them for doing that? Push ups? Laps around the academy?" She whispered to herself.

Instead, she got an entire different outcome.

Riley got over to them with his arms still crossed. "What do you think you're doing?" He asked them sternly.

"Taking pictures. What else?" One of the students retorted back to him.

"I can see that. But mind doing that around here. I expect you to give this statue respect."

"Why? It's just a statue."

Riley remained quiet for a few seconds before shaking his head. "It's more than a statue. Tell me, what are you three doing here? Here at Beacon?"

"Well... To become Huntsmen?"

"Correct. But do you know why you're here at this exact moment? Why you were disrespecting this very monument?" The three didn't have any words to respond back to him and remained silent. "Because there were those who fought for you," Riley told them pointing at the monument. "People who put their necks on the line to create a future for people like you. They fought for you because you mattered. So you won't have to face what they faced. And you are here now to continue their legacy."

After another moment of silence, Riley shook his head once again and walked towards the entrance leaving the three students in contemplation. And for Glynda, this was shocking to her. From her entire time overwatching him, assessing him, what not, she gathered that all he was was a stubborn soldier who does nothing but fight. But the conversation they had and his chosen words to them, made her see that he is more than meets the eye.

"I should really start watching those videos he's given to Ozpin."

* * *

><p><strong>Location: Planet Reach<strong>

**Time: 2257 hours**

**UNSC Pathfinder**

* * *

><p>"Admiral, I'm sorry. But I still couldn't find anything after the fiftith first scan of the planet. And this has been for some months."<p>

A man in his mid thirties sighed nodding at his A.I construct on the holographic portion of the table in at the helm. Most of the crew of the Marathon-class heavy cruiser were asleep by then but some remained at the helm to make sure the vessel was functioning at a hundred percent. After being promoted to be an admiral from UNSC Command, he was given this ship. It was decommissioned and was sentenced to repairs after surviving a number of Covenant assaults on it. It was soon dubbed Pathfinder because it made it's way back to them all the way from the outer colonies, and it still packs a punch.

He was armored up in his ODST armor back when he was serving in the 7th Shock Troopers Battalion some years ago. To him, he was always battle ready and willing to drop in with his men to lead them in battles. He rubbed the scar that ran from the bottom right of his nose all the way down to his chin crossing over the lips. Brown eyes blinked tiredly while he scratched at his dark brown hair that was already having some grey hairs sprouting from all the stress and leading his fleet.

"It's alright, Gloria. You've done what you could," He answered back yawning.

"Admiral, you should get some sleep. Your bags aren't getting better with less," The A.I, designated as Gloria, told him with her hands on her hips.

"You're right... I'll catch some shuteye soon. Just gotta... Have some things attend to before I turn in, kay?" He told her with a weary smile.

"I'm sure he's in a better place now, sir. His men said that he made sure they got off the planet."

"Gotcha... Well, night to you, Gloria. And make sure Pathfinder is ready for action if we're needed."

"Hear ya. Night, Patrick." Gloria then disappeared in small flash before heading off to do her duties.

Patrick sighed heavily leaning more of his weight onto the table. "I hope he's in a better place. He's gotta be." He was by his lonesome for a few moments before feeling someone hug him from behind with a smile forming. "Zoey... Shouldn't you be asleep with Sammy?" He whispered back.

"She's asleep after I sang her favourite lullaby for the past half hour, Pat," The woman whispered back to him. She was dressed in a dark grey shirt with green pants and black boots. Auburn hair flowed past her shoulders with her hazel eyes looking past him at the table. "Patrick, come to bed. You've been overworking yourself."

Patrick nodded and turned around in his arms. He placed his head on top of her's and inhaled her scent in. The relaxing scent of cinnamon and vanilla filling his nose. "Sorry about that, Zoe. Just can't get my mind off of him."

Zoey just nodded in return and placed a tender kiss on his neck. "It's fine. I understand. I would've been the same if my sister suddenly vanished."

"Well, I'm heading to bed now."

She smiled at him and let go of him. "Good. You really need it. Your body really needs it." Zoey then snapped her fingers going past him to the table. "Oh, I forgot to tell you."

"Tell me what?" Patrick asked with his head titled.

Outreaching her hand, Zoey swiped her hand upwards with a screen coming up. Patrick took a close look and widened his eyes seeing it was from the Office of Naval Intelligence. "Zoey?"

"Oh calm down. I'm ONI, so I have access to this. So I found this from some colleagues of mine, ONI researchers took a closer look on Planet Algolis' surface where the explosion took place at. Months ago, they found something... Something astonishing. It could even mean humanity's salvation." Pulling up the image of the planet she was speaking about.

"They found something they've dubbed as a rip in universal dimensions. A tesseract if you'd say, like that old movie about those avengers or something." Zoey then swiped to the right showing a profile picture of Hades Corps' Commander. "All that nuclear firepower he had on him in theory might've teared the dimensions apart. And with further study, they found out that it could open again to another dimension by using slipspace warp near the planet's surface."

"Meaning?"

Zoey turned around to look at him as she had a wide smile on his face. "Patrick... He could be alive. Your brother could be alive in another place. There's a chance that he is alive. In a world where humanity can thrive without the fear of the Covenant showing up."

Patrick was silent hearing this from her, from his wife. _"Riley..."_

* * *

><p><strong>Aaaaaand, we'll end it off here. So, what do you think of that cliffhanger, huh?<strong>

**And remember to give a moment silence when you can to those who have fallen in our defence. We have a lot to thank them for.**

**I always thought of the Haloverse having something similar to Remembrance Day in our time. So this happened.**

**Later everyone!**


	12. Chapter 12: Exposure

Chapter 12

**A/N: Guys, I just to tell you how blessed I am to have this much love and support coming from you with this story. This means soo much to me that I consider you guys as my second family, people who love to see my work and give it either good or bad comments. **

**Again, it truly blesses me that you people support me.**

**And some of you maybe confused at what happened at the end of the last chapter. Regarding about Patrick and Riley. They are brothers, with Patrick being the older of the two. But if some of you are wondering about a brother named Jackie/Jackson, that's another story. Just wanted to clarify.**

**Well, let us start off on the next chapter, shall we?**

* * *

><p><strong>Location: Beacon Academy, Library<strong>

**Time: 2149, Two weeks after the 79th Remnant Color War Anniversary**

**Riley**

* * *

><p>Heather had her head tilted at her host seeing him continuously pacing around a round table he hijacked over two hours ago from a group of students that used it for studying. How he managed to convince them was taking out his knife and stabbed it through the table making them flee for their lives.<p>

Able to gain the trust of the academy's A.I, Heather managed to get into the archives in the library to give Riley some reading material that he asked to obtain. Mostly history books about each kingdom that dotted Remnant. Blue holographic screens floated above the table that spun around slowly. She did know that he was a bit of a booknut, but she never witnessed it. Now that she was, Heather merely saw him walk to another side of the table looking at a certain article.

"Mantle... A rather defunked kingdom... Changed it's name multiple times... Academy and government work together... Specialist Division... Some speculate the kingdom spurred the war... Interesting... Just like the Insurrection..." Riley muttered quietly to himself. His knife was in his grasp being twirled around between fingers of his right hand.

"Ummmm... Riley?" Heather spoke up at him playing around with her holohair.

The ODST brought his gaze over to her with an eyebrow raised. "Yeah? Got something to say, Heather?"

"Well, you've been here for over two hours... Not to mention having to terrorize a group of First Years to acquire this table," The A.I pointed out with a mixture of annoyance and confusion on her face.

"Just wanting to learn more about Remnant, Heather. I need a better understanding of it. Also about Huntsmen as well. It was like that in training learning about all those damn Covies and their races... Well, what we know. And tell me, what's the time again?" Riley asked her finally rubbing his eyes from what felt like forever to him.

"It's 9:53 now."

"Huh, guess I got carried away in this," Riley chuckled back returning his attention back to the articles, chapters and notes he made about the kingdoms and how they differ.

Riley soon lost himself once again into the words that seemed to have taken him into another realm of existence, lore and history swimming through his head. Images flashed through his head of all the different cultures, life and politics of each kingdom.

A hum soon came from him as he read. Longer, it turned into incoherent words, soon soft mumbles of legible words. "Gafflwn Dihenydd O'r fuddugol yn wiriol sydd, Ni fydd neb yn ein drechu, Falch ydy ni I drochu, Traed o flaen I'r Annwn, mewn y gwybodaeth fe godwn ni," He sang softly to himself from instinct. A song that many ODSTs knew so well, always sung when a fellow trooper dies in battle and buried with the same men from the battalion. Plus, he is of Welsh descent making the song much easier to memorize.

He was deeply engrossed into the holographic screens that he didn't notice the familiar grey haired man walking up towards him with a small smile upon his face. "Mr. O'Neil, I see you're still up at this hour."

Riley looked away from the holoscreens to see Ozpin walking towards him. He always thought why the man usually brought a mug around him everywhere, perhaps one day he'll find out why. "Not feeling that tired. 'sides, just wanted to brush up more of my history with Remnant since I heard about the exchange student program," The ODST replied to him, gesturing to all the floating screens.

The smile on Ozpin's face grew ever more slightly at this. "Never took you to read this type of information, in no offence to you."

Heather threw her arms up in amazement that someone shared her opinion. "I know! It weirded me out to see him do this sorta stuff!" She exclaimed.

Both men merely laughed at the small rant Heather gave them as they faced each other. Ozpin took a sip from what seemed to be an endless amount of coffee from his mug looking at Riley. "Tell me, as I approached you, you were singing something. Does it represent any meaning?"

Riley sighed in embarrassment which was visible with him rubbing the back of his neck. "Ah, must've came out when I got pretty deep into the info here." Pushing against the table standing up straight, Riley clapped his hands together with a nod. "You know the nickname of the ODSTs if you recall from one of our many meetings?" He asked to clarify.

Ozpin chuckled remembering the infamous name. "The Helljumpers, how could I forget? It's a name that'll stick out."

"I know, whoever came up with that name is completely brilliant and also an asshole. That's besides the point." Riley then pursed his lips out, bitting the lower one. "How did it go again... It goes something like this." The ODST cleared his throat to speak it clearly. "We cheat Death from his rightful victory. No one can defeat us we are glad to plunge feet first into Annwn in the knowledge that we will rise."

"Well, I'll say that is quite something I can agree from all your documents about them. You certainly do cheat death. But tell clarify, what is the Annwn?"

"Well, back when swords and arrows were still being used back in my universe, some group known as the vikings have an entire belief that if they die in battle with honor, they get to be taken to some grand place for feasts and celebration for their bravery. Annwn is basically something like that, or hell." The ODST then sighed deeply closing his eyes. "I cheated death many times already, Professor, when many of my men didn't. I even survived a nuclear explosion out of all the things that have been thrown at me."

Ozpin stood beside him and placed a reassuring hand on his shoulder. "Don't let the past drag you down, Mr. O'Neil. Learn from your mistakes and grow from them."

The ODST nodded in return before recalling the recent article he read a few minutes. "I'm just surprised you let me teach the students how I do. Atlas seems to be an academy that really likes it's military doctrine."

"Ah, yes. I don't blame them. But that doesn't mean I don't agree with their course of action, forcing their students to serve their kingdom instead of Remnant." Ozpin casually took another sip looking Riley directly into the eye. "But, if there's one thing I know, it's good to expose the new generations of Huntsmen to new techniques. A good reason I let you teach the way you do is because Huntsmen don't only just hunt Grimm-"

"They protect the people," Riley finished for the Headmaster. "They need to know better teamwork and how to handle with civil unrest. That's also how the Faunus Rights Revolution began, just like the Insurrection back from where I'm from. So I can vouch."

"I'm glad you do. Now, I suggest you do get some sleep. It'll be a pretty busy day tomorrow. Word has gotten out about your exploits here and in the field."

Riley raised an eyebrow hearing this. "And who has heard this if I could ask?" A funny feeling started pooling up in the ODST's gut. Something just felt off as soon Ozpin told him that.

"He's a very busy man I'll say. He is also a close friend of mine, even if he is stubborn," Ozpin told Riley with a long sigh coming right after. "Although he can be quite an eyesore at times when visiting other kingdoms."

Riley merely shrugged at this. "I don't think that's really that bad. I could already tell this is a military officer coming into play."

Ozpin was surprised to hear this. How could he have figured it out already? But he took a deep breathe and continued to face the ODST. "Could be. How did you know though?"

"Your eyes said it all. Body language, even the subtlest ones always point it out. I've trained many Marines and seen their own body language saying about an officer coming on deck. A squad leader must always have eyes on their men to see how they feel."

The Headmaster nodded back. "Well, you are right, it is military. But a general. He'll be arriving by tomorrow, somewhere close to nine in the morning. Gladly, it's a non-instructional day tomorrow for the student body. Arrive in my office before nine."

Riley gave a salute in agreement. He then snapped his fingers with Heather nodding in affirmation. She waved her hand at the holoscreens causing them to fade away. The A.I disappeared before showing up again in Riley's right shoulder. "Don't worry, Prof. Ozpin, I'll make sure he wakes up in time."

Ozpin nodded back at the A.I. with a smile. "Alright. Good to know. I'll see you in the morning then."

The Headmaster took his leaving with the other two being left behind. Riley glanced at Heather with a snort. "I'm not going to wake up that late."

"Ha, ha. Two days ago, you refused to get up from bed until one in the afternoon."

"It was the weekend for Gods sake, Heather. Let it go already."

* * *

><p><em>The Following Day...<em>

Riley was jogging quickly towards Ozpin's office chugging coffee down at the same time from his thermos. Dressed in his outfit back from the first day of teaching his class, he took a small glance up into the sky and shook his head with a small grin. "Reminds me of Reach," He uttered out seeing the war vessels that flew in the limitless sky.

"That must be the general Prof. Ozpin was talking about," Heather chirped in his ear.

"Yeah. But you only need a small security detail. This guy brought at least almost an entire battalion here," Riley responded back. "At least Patrick didn't need an entire army to escort him from Reach to Earth for meetings."

"It's still noteworthy though about your brother. Same size as this fleet. Just one ship short of this fleet of six."

Quickening his pace, Riley passed by a few students who were in awe looking at the ships that were floating above them. Some took out their Scrolls to even take pictures of the fleet.

Reaching the elevator that would whisk him up to the Headmaster's office, Riley quickly looked himself over to see if he was decent. He did rush a bit back in the room when he was getting his shirt on while knocking some things over. "Relax, you look fine," Heather quipped.

"Says you, gotta at least look the part," The ODST replied back.

The ding of the elevator brought his attention forward with the doors sliding apart. And much to his chagrin, he widened his eyes. Ozpin and Glynda were in the office with a third person that he hasn't seen before. But one quick look at the clothing choice of the individual, he assumed it was the person he would be meeting.

"Mr. O'Neil, you're here. Come in," Ozpin greeted him as the ODST walked right in.

Riley nodded in return at Ozpin taking a sip of his own coffee. "Mornin' to all of you people too." He took another glance at the other person. Smacking his lips together, he placed his thermos in the left hand and stood at attention before the man. Snapping his right hand up into a salute, Riley addressed, "Good to see you here, Sir."

The man was taken aback hearing this from him before turning to look at Ozpin himself. "Oz, this is the soldier you have in your employment?"

"Indeed, James." Ozpin them motioned his hand towards Riley before motioning once again to the man. "Mr. O'Neil, I'd like you to meet General James Ironwood, Headmaster and General of Atlas Academy."

Riley subtly raised an eyebrow at this revelation. _"Atlas huh?"_ He cleared his own throat before relaxing his posture prior to standing at attention. "Pleasure, General Ironwood."

Ironwood smiled a bit and shook his head. "Please, we're all friends here. No need for formalities. And it's a pleasure to meet you as well, Riley. I heard you're quite unique to Remnant."

Riley tensed up a bit hearing the last part. But he took his thermos back in the right hand and took a large gulp for a good does of caffeine. "You could say that. So, what brings you here, Ironwood?"

"Well, I heard the White Fang constantly attacking the railroads connecting Vale and Vacuo. I came to give support and protection with some of my men," Ironwood replied back. "Besides, winters in Vale aren't as harsh than the winters in Mantle."

"You think winters in Matle are harsh? The winters from the place I'm from are much more brutal," Riley replied back with a sigh. "Poor Quinn was almost frozen solid back in boot camp."

Ironwood chuckled at this and nodded. "Well, I'll take your word then."

"So, how is Atlas fairing, James?" Ozpin asked leaning forward onto his desk.

"It is doing fine, Oz. I suspect yours is doing well as I imagine?"

"Well, with the addition of Riley into our staff, I imagine that the new generation of Huntsmen will learn something new from him thanks to his own military training."

Ironwood then took a glance for himself at Riley and nodded. "Well, adding a bit of military training does go a long way. Although it is surprising to see you have it in Beacon, Oz."

"As much as I don't agree with it, I'm lenient enough to allow it. Riley here is teaching how to deal with civil unrest and if it does happen once again, insurrection. Glynda herself observed him for a week assessing his methods."

Ironwood looked at Glynda and smiled at her fondly. "So what do you think of him, Glynda?"

Glynda scoffed looking at Riley. After a long moment with a sigh at the end, she spoke. "I was shocked at first. Seeing him how he trained students. But I soon learned why he teaches the way he does after seeing video documents of what he does."

The General nodded before snapping his fingers. "That reminds me, Riley, what kind of soldier are you?" Ironwood asked with curiosity.

Riley bit his lip in thought looking at Ozpin for his opinion. All he got was a nod in return with a smile for the Headmaster. "Well, I'm a-"

He was then interrupted when Heather appeared on his shoulder with worry on her face. "Riley! Bad news! Villagers on the southern outskirts of Vale need assistance! Grimm are converging on the position!"

Riley quickly steeled his face and nodded. "Copy." He took a quick look at the three before him and sighed. "Sorry if I have to leave on such circumstances."

Ozpin nodded in return. "Do what you must, Riley."

"I will arrange a Bulkhead to take you to your location," Ironwood told the ODST. But much to his surprise, Riley shook his head as he walked towards the elevator.

"To slow. By the time I make it there, the villagers will be wiped out. Prof. Ozpin, tell Team CVFY to get over there. Heather will give you the coordinates of the place. I'll hold the fort down there," Riley responded.

"But how will you get there?" Ironwood asked in confusion.

All he got in return was a smirk from Riley as he stood in the elevator. "The best way I know how." The doors then shut before the elevator made it's way down.

Glynda shook her head hearing this crossing her arms. "He's going to get himself killed doing this. But I should let Team CVFY know of the situation. Evie?"

"It has already been done. Miss Goodwitch. Team CVFY has been notified and are now gearing up. Shall I get a locker ready for Mr. O'Neil?" Evie asked through a small terminal on Ozpin's desk.

"Please, he'll be arriving there shortly," Ozpin replied back.

All the while, Ironwood was just confused at what was going on. "Oz, what is going on? Why does he need a locker?"

To answer his question, they heard a small boom and glass breaking. A shadow passed over them causing the three to look up. To his shock, Ironwood saw a rocket powered locker flying southwards as fast as possible. "Don't tell me he's in that?" He questioned.

"Well, it shocked me at first too. But he has done it before," Ozpin replied back calmly with a smile. "He has proved in his line of work that it is effective."

"And what is his line of work?"

"Being an Orbital Drop Shock Trooper."

* * *

><p><strong>Location: Planet Reach<strong>

**Time: 0421**

**Patrick**

* * *

><p>Patrick was busy getting some information embedded into his head looking at the available information that was provided to him from Zoey. Skimming over the articles over and over again. It was the same article that she showed him not so long ago about a tear between dimensions. And it sparked his hope back up from it's bottom end.<p>

"This seems rather strange to me. There's no such thing as this ever happening," Gloria told her host sitting on the edge of the holotable.

"Well, you know the Spooks, Gloria. They usually have something so far up their own damn ass that it hurts to show it to the rest of the UNSC," Patrick replied back looking closely at it.

"Still, strange. But your wife is usually right about the things she shares with you," The Construct answered.

"She's the brains of the fleet." Patrick then felt something tugging on the fabric of his pants and looked down before smiling. "Sammy, what are you doing up at this time? Shouldn't you be asleep with Mommy?" He asked scooping a little girl up into his arms.

Sammy yawned tiredly while rubbing her eyes. She had dark brown red hair that stuck up thanks to cowlicks with droopy hazel eyes. "Mommy wants you back in bed, Daddy."

Patrick smiled and placed a quick peck on her forehead. "Okay. Daddy was just looking at some things since he couldn't sleep."

Gloria smiled as well seeing the daughter of her commander. "C'mon, Admiral. You gotta be a daddy now," She teased with a grin at Patrick.

"Oh shush it, Gloria. Just needed some exposition before consulting with Zoe."

"Well, see ya in a few hours, Pat," Gloria said before disappearing.

Patrick then felt his daughter nuzzle her face into his neck and sighed happily before hearing her breathe softly. "Already knocked out, huh?" He then began to walk towards his quarters occasionally bouncing his daughter. As he walked down the hallway, he began to think a bit.

_"If you're alive, Riley, you better not be doing anything stupid. Mom will kill me in heaven if you did something stupid."_

* * *

><p><strong>That is the end of another chapter of Becoming Human. Hope you guys liked it.<strong>

**So, the UNSC are preparing to mobilize some of their forces to where Riley is. Tell me how you think the reunion between the brothers will be like?**

**Heds up, as of December 8, 2015, I'll be on a month long vacation. I'll be returning on January 8, 2016. I can be able to write to where I'm heading, just sporadic. So don't expect another update for quite awhile.**

**I also have a poll on my bio regarding about Renewed, my Dishonored and RWBY crossover.**

**PLus, I have another story coming out. Hope you guys will like it when it comes out. It is called Blood Vampire.**


	13. Chapter 13: Passing Through

Chapter 13

**A/N: Hello wonderful people of the internet, I have returned, shortly, and have posted another chapter for Becoming Human. After going through exams, laziness, Destiny, Assassin's Creed and fighting off a viral infection that's been with me for two weeks, I've finally had gotten time to write, still recovering from the infection when this is posted, on Feb 7, 2016.**

**I know you guys have already heard me say this, but I just can't help it. I'm thankful that you guys continue to read and love my stories. You guys are a reason to why I write, because I love to entertain people and make their days much better if they've had a crappy one. It's a blessing to be able to cheer someone up.**

**So, recent episode of RWBY... My words have failed me. Well, let's just see what happens in the finale of Volume 3. And all I can say is that I have goosebumps for it.**

**Also, for those who have been waiting on an update on Metro A New Light, look around, it's coming around the corner. Hell, maybe even two updates if lucky.**

**As usual, when it's been awhile, my writing tends to be a bit weird, which I say. Lemme know if anything seems out of the ordinary. Could be because I've been fighting a viral infection for a rather long time doing nothing but laying down in bed.**

**Well, let's stop chatting, and hope you guys have a good day and a good read.**

* * *

><p><em>"Troopers! Get to your pods now! We are entering into a hot LZ! So say goodbye to a peaceful insertion! We're the damn vanguard on this one! Covenant think they can take Osiris! Let's make'em think twice before they attack another planet!" A voice hollered out as multiple ODSTs ran around in their pod stations with their gear before rushing into their pods.<em>

_The officer looked at each one before walking up to one who was struggling to get some of his own equipment into his own pack. "Trooper, seems like you're having a rough time over there."_

_"Sorry sir. I'm trying to get everything I need."_

_"What's your name, Trooper?"_

_"U-Uh Riley O'Neil, sir. I've just recently joined the ODSTs."_

_"Son, you won't have time to grab everything you need in a fight. Sometimes, it's what you have before dropping. Time isn't our side. And every second you waste means the enemy is gaining the advantage. Now drop whatever you're holding and get your ass into your pod. We're dropping in one mike."_

* * *

><p><strong>Cue: Light is Green- Halo 5 OST<strong>

_Moments before entering the locker..._

Riley breathed calmly as he strapped on a couple grenades to his rather makeshift webbing standing before one of three lockers. One of them contained his Q.R.F (Quick Reaction Force) gear while another had his full ODST BDU. The third one was his drop pod, well, his improvised drop pod, to use when he would respond to a situation. And to count this off, it would be the third time now using this. First time was testing, to results did rather go well, despite protests from Glynda and some students that he damaged school property. The other one was being used as an actual pod to go from here to somewhere.

"Riley, I want to inform you that Ozpin has gotten reports that a Huntsman has arrived at the village. Huh, guess you're the back up then," Heather brought up to her host making calibrations ready for his flight towards the location.

"Affirmative, Heather. Tell Ozpin that I'll be there shortly."

Quickly cocking his M6C and holstering it, he made sure that the pads he secured on his person with a bag strapped to his back with both his M90 Shotgun and M7S Submachine gun packed finely in with a couple knives along his legs. He had no time to check everything, as time was against him and counting down fast.

"Heather! Get the engines ready!" Riley shouted before putting a beanie on his head with a silver embroidery of the ODST logo on the right side of it.

"I'm already on it. Just throw your fat ass in the locker now and I can start our drop!" The A.I shouted back at him making sure all the calibrations where right and had no errors, or this would be a one way trip.

Rolling his eyes, the ODST got into the locker, squishing his entire body in along with the pack, and it was safe to say that it wasn't getting cozy anytime soon. A condition that mattered little to his line of work.

Closing his eyes, he just took in a deep breath as the door slammed shut on him with Heather now iniatiating the launching sequence. He evened his heart rate to a suitable pulse remaining calm. "We cheat Death from his rightful victory. No one can defeat us we are glad to plunge feet first into Annwn in the knowledge that we will rise," Riley softly recited to himself, steeling himself for the fight to come as he heard the rocket engines roaring to life. "And my the best one win, Death," He added in swiftly feeling lift being achieved.

* * *

><p><em>Minutes later...<em>

The rumbling and creaking of metal was constant with the sounds of rocket engines going on. Something that was nothing but normal to Riley as he kept his eyes closed for the entire trip from Beacon towards the village. He kept his mind calm while the breathing remained steady. His body was in constant movement from the vibrations of the locker.

Multiple drops with the 7th Shock Troopers Battalion have made him comfortable with the shocks and vibrations from the pods, now locker pod, almost the next big thing to which some ODSTs may say it's unconventional but would use as a last resort. Beggars can't be choosers.

"Riley, we'll be making contact with the ground in twenty seconds," Heather suddenly brought up to him.

The ODST pried open his eyes and sighed softly. "Alright. Readying for impact."

"Ten seconds."

He took in a deep breathe and closed his eyes shut once again, semi relaxing and tensing his body for impact. _"Five... Four... Three... Two..."_

_**KRASH!**_

The locker made contact with the ground with a thunderous sound and created a large crater in the ground

He gasped deeply to see if he was alive and intact, giving each limb of his small movement, from his hands balling up into fists with the toes curling up for any damage check. With a nod, he gave a small knock against the metal door he faced.

"Three... Two... One..."

The door soon flung wide open before Riley rushed out, hand already on his M6C Handgun. Dressed in a black shirt with grey long sleeves and dark blue pants, he also had a pair of black running shoes. While not dressed up in his usual get up of ODST Battle Armor, his Q.R.F outfit had some armor with knee and elbow pads with a pair of bracers looking similar to the gauntlets of the Battle Armor and black fingerless gloves.

And the first thing his sights caught was the look of the village. Mostly consisting of wooden structures, there were a couple stone buildings showing that this village has been around for some time, with the wooden ones saying that it is one of constant rebuilding. _"At least they don't need to worry about Covenant glassing the place. Grimm is just as annoying though. Like Grunts."_

"Heather, get the locker back to Beacon. Land it back on the lawn," Riley muttered to himself now looking around at the screaming villagers that ran around in fear. "And how far are the Grimm?"

"Gotcha. And they're a few clicks out. They're somehow not making any ground though. So you may have a few minutes tops to do whatever you need to do," Heather replied back as she started the sequence of returning the locker back to the academy.

Holstering the M6C for the M7S, he hefted the submachine gun firmly in hand and looked around at the running villagers that went towards one of the stone buildings. Out of all the structures by glance, it was the largest, and the most fortified out of all of them, windows boarded up and even a few militia men on guard outside while ushering people inside. "Gotta find out what's going on around here."

"Hey!, you! I need to talk to you!" He shouted while grabbing a villager by the shoulder, he only yelped in shock seeing Riley with a stoic expression on his face.

"H-Holy Hell! Who are you?!"

"That doesn't matter. What's the current situation?" The ODST asked him calmly, glancing around to make sure no Grimm had entered the perimeter, which was strange as they should've been in by now.

"What else do you think?! Grimm are coming!" The villager shouted frantically, trying to pry himself out of his grasp.

"I know that. How come none are currently in at the moment? And calm down, you'll just attract more rather then getting rid of them." Riley replied back just as the same as before.

"U-Uh... A Huntsman just came along earlier... He's fending them off... East side of the village... But there's just too many of them..."

"Alright. Get yourself to that building now. Barricade the entrance and don't come out until the area is secured. Now," Riley sternly ordered the villager before leaving him behind, sprinting off to the eastern side of the village, clicking the safety off the gun, now raised up to his chest ready to engage Grimm.

And to compensate, he heard large booms of a gun that associated itself more to a shotgun and dying roars and screams from the Grimm. It all pointed that he was going to the right direction. To add along to that, a Beowolf head flew past him causing Riley to recoil from that.

Hearing grunting in front of him, he lifted his head up and saw him. Wearing a grey dress shirt with a rather long tail, it came along with a pair of black dress pants and dress shoes with a tattered dark red cloak fluttering in an unseen breeze. Asides with a few rings on his right hand, a cross necklace dangled around his neck in a crooked fashion.

Riley noticed that two Beowolves were running towards the man from the side as he was too preoccupied with an Ursa. Hefting up his M7S, he fired upon them, the bullets tearing it the two to shreds, them collapsing down and rolled for a bit before stopping just short of the Huntsman before disintegrating into black smoke.

The man seemed to notice this after slicing the Ursa in half and turned around to see the black smoke before seeing Riley approaching him with his gun still raised up to to shoot anything that came upon them.

"And who the hell are you supposed to be?" The man asked him, hefting his blade up onto his shoulder. "Alright, who the hell are you supposed to be then?" He asked, eyes narrowing down.

Riley subtly glared back at him before he aimed at him. The man brought his sword down and got ready to fight him before the shots went off. He heard thumping behind him and saw it was another Grimm down on the ground, groaning in pain. Slinging the M7S, he pulled out his M6C and walked over and aimed it at the head of the wounded Beowolf. "Name's Riley. I'm the backup," He responded before taking a shot shortly after, the black smoke appearing.

"Huh, and I thought Oz was pulling my leg about you. But here you are, killing Grimm like nothing." He slicked his greying black hair back smoothly. "The name's Qrow. So, you're an alien then? And what are you doing here then? Thought we Huntsmen are the usual?" The man asked with a grin gracing his face.

"Apparently so. I never thought another human being would be considered as an alien to another," Riley replied back, eyes scanning about for more incoming Grimm. "Listen, we can discuss on why I'm here later. Right now, we have a job to do."

Qrow nodded while getting his sword ready for to cut down more Grimm. "So, Mr. Alien, what do you propose then since it's just the two of us for now? What makes you the leader of us two?"

Riley sighed silently hearing that from him. _"Guess that'll stick around..." _He looked at his new acquaintance and then back at the village before nodding. "You'll be doing a lot of the heavy lifting here. You'll be trying to kill as much as you can, but stay close to the village. Make sure you do complete sweeps around the perimeter of the place. Anything that gets past you, I'll take care of them. The priority is to make sure we keep the villagers alive. As long as we work together, this will work."

Despite with the military nature that Riley was displaying, it was one that wasn't joking and shown he has gotten things done that normal soldiers would've crumbled under. Qrow merely nodded at him with a grin. "Hmmm, I guess I can do that, as long as you're good with your guns."

"Hey, wouldn't be here at all if I didn't even know how to use a knife." Riley quickly raised his arm up before taking a few other shots at more Grimm that advanced on their position. "Just do your part and I'll do do mine. We survive this, I owe you a drink and explanation," He added in before he began to run towards the village leaving Qrow all by his lonesome as Grimm advanced on their position.

The Huntsman just had a cheery grin on his face and drunkenly spun heel to face the oncoming horde. He then pressed a button on his sword and it been to transform. The blade extended before curving into a crest with a blade showing up in the inner part while a long handle popped up and he grabbed it. "Oh, you're going to give me that drink," He muttered to himself before charging headstrong into the tide.

* * *

><p>Riley steeled himself for the incoming Grimm that would've pass Qrow if they ever did. He reloaded his guns, quickly stripping them to make sure that they were in working order, and knife was sharp. Seeing he would be in mostly close quarters fights, he got the M90 Shotgun in hand, pumped and ready for action. He breathed deeply, taking in the precious peaceful moments that would soon disappear once the fighting would begin.<p>

He then heard nearby growling. Looking to his left, the ODST saw that a group of at least five Beowolves had breached the village, now snarling at him, ready to tear Riley apart. All he did in response was look back with his shotgun up to his chest. A grin formed on the corner of Riley's lips. "Come get some."

**Cue: Halo 2 Soundtrack- Unyielding**

The Beowolves ran towards him and he did the same. Just as the first one came in range, Riley took a couple shots, giving the poor Beowolf a dosage of lead before he jumped up and landed on it's back as it fell forward. He then dove off of it and rolled forward before getting on his knees, the barrel of the M90 under the muzzle of the second one. He smirked before squeezing the trigger, the entire head being blown away into mush from the eight pellets that shot straight in.

He quickly shoved it aside before grabbing the M90 by the barrel and then proceeded to swing it down hard like a club on another's head like a club, driving it into the ground. Flipping it around, he caught the shotgun back in it's intended style before placing on top of it's head and blew it away with another shell.

Riley then fired another shell off, using the recoil behind it to make the shotgun fly up before he caught it and managed to dodge a swipe from a Beowolf that lunged for him. The tip of the claws managed to catch him, just piercing through the skin on his arm drawing some blood from him. He glared at it before he advanced towards it and swung the M90 from the side, bashing it in the head from the side. He brought it to the left and bashed it once again causing it to swing it's head up howling in pain. Riley then rushed over and shoved the barrel down it's mouth releasing another shot. He saw the corpse fall down on the ground and pumped the gun.

Quickly slinging the M90 onto his back, he drew his knife from it's sheath found on his left shin and ran towards the last one. The ODST focused his gaze onto it as it swiped wildly in attempts to hit him. He then dropped to his knees and slid across the ground as the arm just brushed on his chin. Getting behind it, he lunged forward, burying the knife deep in it's back. It howled in pain before he pulled it out and scrambled onto it's back and began repeatedly stabbing it in the back making it howl more, with it attempting to buck him of it's back and trying to claw at him. He then got to it's head before grabbing his knife with both hands before driving it down with a loud shout and plunged it into it's head. It fell down dead and he hopped off it, before flicking his knife down to be rid of the black blood that stained it.

Sheathing it back in, he sighed as he saw other Grimm converging on him. Beowolves, Ursas and even Creeps showing up. Though they were low in number, thanks to Qrow suppressing them. "Good. Don't need to deal with as much."

He was about to go on the offensive again until he heard loud rumbling. The other Grimm seemed to notice this too and backed away a bit as if it seemed a bit bigger than them. Riley narrowed his eyes and reluctantly stood his ground, despite feeling the very ground itself quake.

And that's when he felt like he needed help. He saw another Grimm appear from the other end of the village, but it was a Deathstalker. It was average in size, dwarfing it's usual brethren like the Beowolf and Ursa, and about a bit larger than the size of the safe house of the village. But to Riley, it made Hunters of the Covenant look like a cake walk then a challenge.

The Deathstalker shrieked loudly before it rushed itself over to the ODST without mercy. He dove to the side as it attempted to run him down. But to his dismay, one of it's claws struck him and flung him into one of the wooden buildings. The wooden wall easily caved in made him fly through it and to the other side, landing on his side from that.

He groaned softly and pushed against the ground, coughing up some blood staining the ground. Riley wobbled as he got onto his knees and lightly pounded his fist against his chest and got onto his feet. Twitching his ears, he looked back at the house he flew through before he dove away from it as the Deathstalker rammed itself through it, flailing it's claws around and readied it's tail to strike.

Riley evened out his breathing, a small trail of blood down his lips as he slowly walked towards it. _"Relax... You feel nothing... You're a ghost... It just passes through you..." _He picked up his pace, but remained in a sorta slow walk, grabbing a grenade off of his makeshift webbing, while concentrating on his Aura, the pale white surrounding his body.

The Deathstalker shrieks once again and twitched it's tail before it shot it forward to impale the poor human that ran towards it. But it merely met confusion as the stinger impacted on soil and rock, not flesh and meat. There stood Riley, the stinger that tried to impale him passing through him like nothing. Nothing was changed, as if it went through the air. No blood splattering out, flesh or clothing being torn apart. He just remained the same, the same with all new meaning.

He activated his frag before dropping it on the ground near the stuck stinger. He pulled another out before he ran towards it and jumped on it. The previous grenade exploded, making the Deathstalker shriek in agony losing it's most iconic limb.

Taking out his knife, Riley began to drive it against the bone armor, slowly creating a hole that got bigger with every stab, chipping away at itself. Seeing that it was fairly big enough, he activated his other grande before forcefully shoving down the help that stuck itself in before he jumped off of it, rolling on the ground and stayed crouched as the large scorpion shrieked before an explosion engulfed it's head silencing it. The body went limp before it disintegrated away.

Riley sighed shaking his head and held his head groaning. "Ugh, I can't get used to that..." He muttered.

He then heard engines filling the air making the ODST look up. There was a Bullhead that lowered itself to the ground before showing four people jumping out and grouped together. "So, Team CVFY, finally joining in on the action, huh?" He asked them, walking away from the still disappearing corpse of the deceased Deathstalker.

"We got here as fast as we could. Are you okay?" Yatsuhashi asked his teacher, his large blade being held aloft in his right hand as if it was a kitchen knife.

"Yeah. We have a Huntsman here. He's been helping me out for the past while now. It's good to have you guys here. Better having more people around then just a few sometimes." He then looked at the other Grimm that circled around and grinned. "Started the party without you. Don't keep them waiting," He told them before drawing his Handgun. " Let me introduce you guys then."

"With pleasure. Beats doing nothing anyway," Coco responded with a grin, her brown eyes clearly showing delight in doing something.

Riley nodded before seeing Qrow running up towards him, slightly panting, but otherwise fine asides a few scratches found on him. "So, I guess this is Team CVFY Ozpin sent?"

"Yeah, it's them."

The Huntsman took a closer look at them before shaking his head. "Tch, they're just a bunch of amateurs."

"Hey, we were too in our professions one time," Riley brought up with a grin.

"Well, I can't deny that. Grimm around here aren't coming anymore. Just the stragglers got by."

"Really? Team CVFY, search and destroy," The ODST told his students. They obeyed his instructions before they dispersed and began to hunt down the remaining stragglers that lingered about.

Soon, the two men looked at each other, both tired and weary, but willing to fight. But mostly, to have a drink. "So, about that drink," Qrow began.

"All yours. And what do you want to know," Riley replied.

"Pretty much everything you told Oz."

"Let's do that while we have our drink and not here and back in Vale after evacuating these people. They're exposed out here and will be wiped out if they return again."

"Agreed."

"I'm from another universe to start off."

* * *

><p><strong>Thanks guys for reading this. It's been awhile and it's great to be writing again. As usual, good and bad reviews are permitted. Let me know what is good and what is bad and I'll improve on that.<strong>

**And looking at what you guys say on the matter of Renewed, I guess I'll rewrite it then.**

**Later guys. Peace**
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Chapter 14

* * *

><p><strong>AN: Oh it's so good to be back, everyone. I'm so sorry for the long wait. I was delayed because of school, so much is happening, so I thank you guys for being so patient with me, and sorry once again that you had to wait for so long to get another update up for any of my stories.**

**But I like to say that I am still writing, because it is something I love to do and I love to put smiles on other peoples faces when they read something, hopefully mine, and they feel much better.**

**And you guys are so awesome in that.**

**And I'm glad to see that you guys really love Becoming Human still, thank you.**

**So as a usual thing to say, since I've been gone for a bit, writing maybe a little rusty so please bear with me. But I'll always give it my all whenever I write.**

**A note, there will be some edits to the other chapters of this story so it can be good with the current plot that has been changed ever so slightly, so thank you for the understanding.**

**And to go in advanced, this chapter is shorter than usual since I do have limited time, though I wanted to get this out of the way to be keep my inspiration up. I'll make sure other updates will be much longer.**

**SO without further delay, welcome back to Becoming Human.**

* * *

><p><em>Two months later, Beacon Academy...<em>

Some time has passed since the deployment to the village. Much to Riley's chagrin, it was something that had both positive and negative sides to it.

The positive side of things was the villagers were evacuated and taken behind the walls of the kingdom. That and he managed to get more experience in the field on how to fight various types of Grimm when he would have another incursion out into the wilderness again. As well getting on better relations with Ozpin, Ironwood and numerous other staff members of the academy.

A few downsides would be that he had caused a little bit of collateral damage to the faculty, broken windows and a small crater outside near the entrance. And the usual berating the ODST would get from Glynda as she would always _"correct" _him on certain things.

But needless to say, things were looking up for Riley. He would be called on for Huntsmen assignments from time to time, but they were few and far between. Instructing the First Years were getting a little better, though there was Coco to deal with he still demanded for her shades.

As he would say, "No pain, no gain." A hurtful but good truth.

For the first time in a long time, he felt like he was actually feeling a little bit of peace, and even some hope for himself, the feeling ever growing as the days passed on by.

Today, it was another slow day for Riley all things considered. His class had just recently ended with the students now scurrying to leave the place to get to their next class. As usual, Coco demanded for her shades from the ODST, only to get the same response in return.

Now all alone, Riley now got onto the floor to begin his daily routine of exercise, starting off with fifty push ups before transitioning to twenty one armed push ups on both arms. Soon after that, forty sits ups and

Sweat dripped down his chin as he was completing the final ten of twenty one armed push ups on the left when the door opened to the classroom. Looking over, he saw it was his handler, Glynda. "Miss... _huff_ ... Goodwitch... To what... _huff... _I owe the pleasure to...?" He asked with each push up.

The Huntress shook her head with her arms crossed before leaning on one of the rows looking at him. "I just came here to see your report on today's lesson."

Reaching ten, Riley stood up from the ground and stretched his arms, the sweat sticking to his body and shining from the light sources within the room. He panted for a moment with nod as he held out his hand to indicated he needed a bit.

"Well, goes to say, the students are getting better at fighting hand to hand combat. Some are better than others because of their styles of fighting, but we're not moving onto their weapons until everyone is at an adept level."

Glynda nodded at this with her Scroll in hand to have his words recorded on. "I see. I do hope you know what you're doing with them since Huntsmen need their weapons to fight."

"All depends on location, Miss Goodwitch. Speaking form experience, you can't bring in a rocket launcher into a building since it's too close and might blow yourself up. So hand to hand combat is needed if they're to ever fight against an insurrection."

Glynda was about to reply before her Scroll beeped a soft tone. Looking at the screen, she sighed before nodding. "It appears you are needed up at Prof. Ozpin's office right now, Mr. O'Neil. General Ironwood wants to have a wood with you."

"... Why can't the damn Brass leave me alone for one day?" Riley muttered under his breath before nodding begrudgingly. "Fine. Just let them know that I need to get somethings together."

"I'll notify them. Just be sure you won't take long. The General isn't the best in waiting at times," Glynda replied back as she was typing on her Scroll.

* * *

><p><em>Later...<em>

The ODST was in Ozpin's office as he had his arms crossed, a small glare on his face. "What is it, James? I was about to have my lunch before you called for me."

Ironwood nodded as he walked over, hands behind his back with a short sigh. "Forgive me for interrupting you, Riley. But I just have a few questions regarding about your encounter with the White Fang back in the Vale Territorial Expansions."

"Didn't we talk about this already a couple weeks ago?" Riley asked with a raised eyebrow.

"We did. But one crucial detail in your report was bothering me for quite sometime." Ironwood then took a seat across from Riley with his hands beneath his chin. "The fact that you said that a human was with them. Because with what we both know is that the White Fang will attack any human on sight, granted not within city limits for reasons unknown. Do you think you could shed some light on the subject?"

Riley sighed before taking a seat himself as he rubbed his hands together. "C'mon, you gotta think a little more, right? Here, I'll say this. The White Fang are a group of insurgents, can you agree with that, James?"

"I can see why. Continue."

"Well, from what I know about insurgents is that they're not just in one location all the time, or are they always grouped up together. Assuming this, they're working in individual cells while they're linked together in communication."

The look on Riley's face was now steeled with another sigh. "I want to safely assume that they were paid off by that woman I encountered."

Ironwood was surprised at this theory that his fellow colleague proposed. It was something that most people wouldn't assume right off the bat. "Paid? That can't be possible."

"Think about it. Each cell is led by it's own leader that reports back to the commanding one, like how officers in an army are leaders over a certain amount of soldiers while they still report to the general. But for cells, some struggle. So the theory is that they must've been desperate, low on funds to conduct their operations."

"So what you're saying is that were hired then to get you?"

"That or kill me if I didn't cooperate. Another piece of evidence is them retreating before I was extracted out of the area. They would've kept fighting from what I've seen and heard. But they fell back. So that narrows things down."

"So this White Fang cell then must be working for this individual up to now?"

"That's what I'd like to say, and I hope they left, otherwise we're dealing with not just fanatics, but a desperate group of fanatics."

"This will prove problematic then to deal with," Ironwood responded before thanking Riley. "Thank you for your opinion, Riley, this will prove useful."

"Yeah, you're welcome. Now, I'd like to-"

The ODST then froze. He heard beeping coming from one of his pant's pockets with widened eyes staring down at it with alarm. "What? No, that's not right, it shouldn't be like this... Unless..." He mumbled to himself before standing up and rushed over to the elevator.

Ironwood saw his distress and stood up himself. "Riley, are you okay? What's troubling you?"

"N-Nothing! I just realized I left the water running back in my room! Sorry!" He stuttered back before the elevator doors closed as he got in.

The Atlas General just had an eyebrow raised before he heard beeping of his own coming from his Scroll. Taking it out, he saw it was from one of his surveillance officers. Answering it, he replied, "Report." A moment passed by before his eyes widened themselves as he almost lost grip on his device. "Get the men ready."

* * *

><p><em>Riley's Room...<em>

The ODST was back in his room as he was at his desk, hands placed on the edge as he stared intently in front of him. His eyes were steeled as he was thinking deeply. His ODST helmet laid on the desk with the area for the head to be in was pointed at him.

Heather was standing on the desk seeing his troubled look and sighed as she placed with her holographic hair nervously. She knew what was going on thanks to protocols, but. "Riley-"

"I know Heather... It... I just couldn't think this was possible... Just... Just play the message, would you?" Riley asked her quickly without batting an eye at her.

"Um... Okay then..."

A moment passed before a voice was heard coming from his helmet, a voice he knew all too well since he grew up with it.

"_Trooper, this is the Eighth Fleet, we have found your signal. We require specific coordinates so we can send send in a team to extract you, over. We'll be in orbit around the planet's surface."_

Riley sighed deeply before standing up straight. "So... You're here... Just how...?" Being silent for a good moment, he reached for his helmet and placed it on his head with his eyes closed.

With a deep breath, he opened his eyes and nodded. "Heather, activate protocol Delta-Bravo-9... I'm calling it in..."

Heather nodded as she did a couple swipes on her holo keyboard and gave him a thumbs up. "You're ready, Riley. Start whenever."

The ODST sighed as he looked out the window and strode over to it. Looking up at the sky, he knew what he was looking at beyond the clear winter sky. _"Now or never..."_ He closed his eyes again before sighing deeply._  
><em>

"... UNSC Eighth Fleet... This is Sergeant Riley O'Neil... Here and reporting for duty..."

A few moments went by before he heard a voice respond back, the same one behind the message. _**"Oh my God... It's good to hear from you, Riley."**_

A small smile formed on Riley's lips as tears formed behind his eyes. "It's good to hear from you... Patrick..."

* * *

><p><strong>Well, didn't expect that huh? Or if you were, then congrats, you deserve to have a cookie then. But, what will happen now that <em>they're <em>here now?**

**As usual, reviews are welcomed, both good and bad.**

**And as always, see you in the next update!**


End file.
